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 MDCCLAXL EE 


4 propoſes 10 withſtand, ſingly, the whole force of the enemy, 


aun to ſurpriſe the remains of the Iriſh army.—He himſelf 


a4 a narrow paſs, till the reſt ſhould make good their retreat, 


the feu that remained of the Iriſh.—— Morning comes,um — 


Calmar dies of bis wounds.—The ſhips ef the Caledonians 


S 


The ARGUMENT of Book III. 4 


Cuchullin, pleaſed with the ſtory told by Carril, inſiſts 
with the bard for more of his ſengs : He relates the actions 
of Fingal in Lochlin,—arnd the death ef Agandecca, the 
beautiful ſiſter of Swaran, — He had ſearce finiſhed, when 
Calmar, the ſen of Mathà, who had adviſed the firſt battle, 


came wounded from the field, and told them of Swaran's de- 


—Cuchullin, touched with the gallant propeſal of Calinar, 


reſolves to accompany him; and orders Carril to carry off | 


appearing, Swaran leaves off the purſuit, and returns to 


: Vor. II. A Oppoſe 


„ 


of poſe Fingal's landing.—Cuchullin, aſhamed after his - | 


defeat to appear before Fingal, retires to the cave of Tura. 
—Fingal engages the enemy , puts them to flight ; | but the 
coming on of night makes the victory 1 deciſive. The King, 
who had obſerved the gallant behaviour of his grandſon Of. 
car, gives him advices concerning his condulf in peace and 7 
war. He recommends to him, 10 place the example of his 
fathers before him, as th? beſt model / or his conduct; which 
introduces the epiſode of Fainaſollis, daughter of the King 
of Craca, whom Fingal had taken under his protectiun in 
his youth, —Fillan and Oſcar are diſpatched to obſerve the 
motions of the enemy by night, —Gaul, the ſon of Momi, 
defires the command of the army in the next battle; which 
Fingal promiſes to give l book concludes with ſome 
general refleftions of the Peet, —It includes the tranſaftions 
of part of the ſecond night, and the whole of the third day, 
ſinge the opening of the poem. — The ſtory if Agandecca ts 
lk properly 


1 2 ] 

. properly introduced, as great uſe is made of it in the courſe ; 
of the poem, and as it, in ſome meaſure, brings about the "I 
cataſtrophe.— The circle of Loda alludes to the religion. of 

| Lochlin; and the ſtone of power here mentioned, is the 


image of one of the Scandinavian deities. 


Morven ſigniſes a ridge of high hills; probably. all the 
-north-weſt-coaft of Scotland went of old under that name — 
Fingal, or Fion gael, i. 2. chief of the Caels.— Fion, fig- 
nihing white or eminent, —Gormal, green ſummit; — a 
nume given by the poet to a hill in Lochlin, near Starno's 


palace. — Ronan, or Ronin, an i/le named from iti being 


frequented by ſcals er ſea- dogs. — Ard - ven, high hill. Cor- 


mar, maſter of the ſea, a name given & the poet. — Tura, 
from Tuire, mourning ;—alluding to Cuchullin's grief, 
and his ſudden death: hence his caſtle, and the cave to 
which he retired, have the ſame name given them by the poet. 


A 2 _ Ryno, 


—Ryno, or Ravine, choice of men ;—as appears to us ,— 
Fillan, fo/ding together but this is not clear, Oſcar, da- 
ring, intrepid. Trenmor, mighty, valiant.— Trathail, 
ready, ſeaſonable.— F ain · a · ſollis, circle, or ring of light ; 
A poetical name. —Borbar, fierce, unrelenting. Fingal, 
in Gaelic, is ſimply called Fion, which ſignifies white or 
Minguiſbed ; alluding probably to white robes wherewith 
their kings might be cloathed, as moſt honourable, Hence Oſ- 
ſian, or.O-Fian, may ſgnifj, from Fion, or Fion's eldeſt 
ſon, — Gaul, or Gual, means ſhoulder, or prop, or ſtav.— 
Morni, or Mor-gniov, great or remarkable actions. —Craca, 


rocky,—Cromala, crooked hill. 
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Sr brighten'd up as thus he ſung, 


And on the melting notes enraptur'd hung, 
Pleaſant thy ſong, O CaRRIL, to my ears; 
Lovely, he ſaid, the tales of other yes: 
Softly they fall, as early dew diſtills, 
In ſmiling ſpring, upon the verdant hills, 
When on their ſides the ſun but faintly gleams, 
The lake is ſmooth, and gently glide the ſtreams. 
Now, CaRRIL, raiſe thy runeful, voice again, 
And fire our fouls with T'vza's lofty ſtrain; 

'That 
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That ſong where with thou mad'ſt my halls reſound, 
When joy and peace ſmil'd on each face around; 
What time the mighty FinGaL was my gueſt, 
Who heard his father's deeds with glowing breaſt. 


Then CA ARI : —Early were thy deeds in arms, 
_OFixcar ! thou waſt bref amidſt 8 

When firſt his ruddy youth the fire of love 

Began to feel, and with fair maidens ſtrove, 

(Who with complacent finiles beheld his face 
Adorn'd with mildneſs and with manly grace), 
Then LocitLix's hoſt arriv'd on Albion's land, 
And felt his youthſal force, his dreadful hand : | 


/ 


Strong as a ſtream he ſweeps them o'er the field, 
Conſumes their ſquadrons, or conſtrains to yield: 
Like roaring torrents was his warrior train; 


| They binds King of Loconmn on he pain 


But 
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But looſe him ſoon, and to his ſhips reſtore, 


Which quickly waft him to his native ſhore. 


Dovwncaſt and gloomy did he then abide 

Within his halls; —bis hä hanrr eit wick ocidh:= 
None e'er but Fixe AL, STARNo overcame; 

That youthful hero clouded all his fame; 

Revenge and indignation fill'd his breaſt, 

Nor longer could he taſte of joy or reſt; 

Dark were the thoughts which o'er his mind did roll, 


Young FincaL's death lay deep within his ſoul. 


In Lochrix's land, within his ſounding halls 
He ſits, and grey-hair'd Sx1vax to him calls; 
Who oft had fung around the fone of pow'r, | 
And mighty Lova liſten'd to his lore; 
And oft, when Locain's ſons were known to yield, 
He turn'd the ſtream of battle on the field, 
| ns | Go, 
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Go, Snivan, STARrNo ſaid, at my command, 
To ſea-ſurrounded Ax D vEx's rocky land; 
There greet the youthful Fix Gar in my name, 
King of the deſart, early known to fame; 

T ell him, who boaſts ſuch high renown in war, 


And *mong his thouſands is ſurpaſſing fair; 


Say, that with him I ſtrict alliance crave ; 

To bind which faſt, my daughter he ſhall have; 
She, who of every beauty 1s poſſeſs d, 
No lovelier maid e' er heav'd a ſnowy breaſt; 
White as my foaming waves her poliſh'd ras, 
Mild is her ſoul, and matchleſs are her charms, — 
If to my words he lends a ready. ear, 

Let him with ſpeed to LocnLix's coaſt repair, 
And with a choſen band of warriors bright 
The daughter cf the ſecret hall delight, 


To 
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To ALn10x's hills his courſe old Sx1vax bent. 
The fair-hair'd FIX GAL heard; and with him went. 
As bounding o'er the waves he nearer drew 


To land, his kindled foul before him flew. 


The dark-brown STArNo met him on the ſtrand: 
Welcome, young King of Moxven's woody land, 
He ſaid ; and welcome, ye his warrior train, 

| Who from the lonely iſle have croſs'd the main : 
Within my halls for three days ſhall ye reſt, 


And ev'ry day ſhall ſhare the genial feaſt; | 
The next three days through LoGxrin's rocky ſhores, 
And ſounding foreſts, ſhall ye chaſe my boars, 
And from their dens arouſe their briſtled rage ; 

Or with your darts the beamy ſtag engage. 
Fame thus ſhall of your gallant actions tell, 
To her who in the ſecret hall does dwell. 


o FF wk 3 Then 
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Then Locnl in's King, within his ſpacious halls, 
The feaſt prepares, to which his gueſts he calls: 


But outward ſmiles conceal'd his inward ſmart; Fi 


Baſe were his thoughts, and gloomy was his heart. ; 
Such opportune occaſion glad to find, | : 
'The ſtrangers death he at the feaſt deſign'd ; ; ; 
Midſt their deluding joys he had decreed © | 
'To fate his vengeance by ſo foul a deed, 

But Fix GAT, doubtful of the King of ſnow, 


His arms keeps on, and thus prevents his foe. Z 
5 5 
The ſons of death, who ſudden were to riſe, | - 


Abaſh'd, retire, and dare not meet his eyes. = 


Then ſprightly mirth makes all the dome reſound, 5 
Joy ſmiles o'er all the ſtrength of ſhells goes round: 
To chearful notes the trembling harps are ſtrung, 

And tales of other times by bards are ſung; 


'To valiant chiefs their numbers ſometimes move, 
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And ſometimes to the heaving breaſt of love.— 
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1 ſweet voice of Coxa's hill, was there, 

Great Fix AT's bard, who charm'd each lif ning ear, 
As to the lovely daughter of the ſnow, 

And Moxven's chief, he bade his mien flow. 


Theſe ſwellinig trains the beauteous dame o'erhears, 
Within her ſecret hall they reach her ears: 
'Then forth ſhe came in all her charms array'd, 
Soft bluſhes o'er her glowing cheeks are ſpread. 
The moon, full orb'd, thus gilds the ev'ning-ſkies, 
When from the eaſtern clonds it meets our eyes: 


Lovelineſs alk around her was as light, 


Mild was her air, her look ſerenely bright; 


Her ſteps were muſic as ſhe mov'd along, 

She raviſh'd with her grace the gaziny throng. 
The princely youth ſhe mark'd above the reſt ; 
She ſaw, ſhe lov'd, high heav'd her ſnowy breaſt 
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She roll'd on him, in ſecret, her blue eye, 

And of her ſoul he was the hidden agb: — 

She bleſs'd the blooming chief of Mon van's races: 
And wiſh'd with him to paſs her days in peace. 


Two days in hunting of the boars were paſt, 
And the third morning, breaking from the eaſt, 
Now ſhone with ruddy beams, and brought the day; 
The Kioen to LocxLin's woods ſtraight bend their way. 
Forth mov'd the a 8A Ks Ger the plain, 


And fair-hair'd Fix GAL with his youthful train; 


Till noon of day they urge the foaming chace, 


From their dark dens they drive the briſtly race; 


They range the mountains, beat the echoing wood, 


Till Fix GAr's ſpear is red in Gormar's blood. 


One tuſky boar arous'd, ſprings out amain, 


Like lightning ſudden, 'mid the warrior train ; 


Breaks 
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Breaks down the trees before him, ſhakes the ground, 
The ſounding foreſt crackles all around, 

| Then Fix GA ſhouting, animates their hearth, | 

At once they all employ their thronging darts; 

But thrown confus'd, in heaps the ground they ſtrew;; 
Some reach'd the ſavage, but no blood they drew: 
But mighty FIN GAT, cloſe at hand, provokes. 

His rage, and plies him with redoubled ftrokes:' 

The beaſt is chaff'd, his eye-balls roll in fire, 

From his broad noſtrils clouds of ſmoke expire, 

Bold Fixcar pierc'd him with his pointed dart, 
And found the neareſt paſſage to his heart : 

In the boar's briſtled back the weapon ſtood, 

Fix'd him to earth, and deeply drank his blood. 


Then STarNo's daughter to the chief appears, 


With her blue · rolling eyes all bath'd in tears; 


Witk 
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With ſteps of haſte, and voice of love ſhe came; 
To Moxven's king thus ſpake the bluſhing dame: 
FIN GAL | ſaid ſhe, thou high-deſcended chief } 
Attend, and know what fills my ſoul with grief. 
In Locnlix's King thou ſhould{t not thus confide 5 
Beware, and truſt not SrARNO's heart of pride; 
Breaking through hoſpitality's ſtrict ties, 

Thee to his rage he means to ſacrifice, 

And now deſigns thy death; for in that wood * 
Mien he has plac'd, inur'd to deeds of blood. 
Warn'd thus by me, avoid the fatal place, 
Nor longer through the foreſt urge the chace, 
Remember her who has her fire betray'd; 
Remember AcanDeEcca, hapleſs maid ! 
Prote& me from my father's dreadſul wrath, 
Son of the hill! ſave me from inſtant death; 
Elſe ſhall I fall the victim of his rage, 


My blood alone his vengeance can aſſuage. 


The 
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The chief this heard, with unconcern goes on 


To the thick wood, nor does the danger ſhun: 


Forward he ruſh'd, his heroes by his fide, 


The ſons of death dare not his force abide; 


Beneath his hand they fall, and bite the ground, 


And ſhady GoRMAL echoes all around. 


Return'd from chace, round 8SrARxO's tow'ring walls 


The youth convene. —He enters to his halls ; 


Dark were his brows, and gloomy to the fight, 


Like clouds ; his eyes like meteors of the night, 


Hither, he cries, fair Acanpecca bring; 


Let her repair to Moxven's blooming King: 


To her lov'd chief her words were not in vain ; 


The blood of Loci in does his arms diſtain. 


Slow, with red tearful eyes, came forth the fair, 


Looſe and diſnhevell'd was her raven hair; 


Her 
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Her panting boſom, white is ſeen to riſe, 
Like Luzax's ſtreamy foam, with burſting ſighs. 
Whom trembling in his ſight when S TARNO ſaw, 
The rage of vengeance ſtifl d nature's law: 
He ruſh'd ; — with his bright ſteel he pierc'd her fide; 
She fell in blood; Mee Ps hall re-echo'd wide, 
All pale ſhe lay, and ſeem'd a wreath of ſnow, 
That ſudden ſlides from Rox NANn's rocky brow, 
When woods ſtand ſtill unruff'd by the gale, 

And echo deepens in the ſilent vale. 

| 

His chiefs, with furious look, then Finc l eyes; | 

His valiant chiefs take arms, and ſudden riſe. 
The gloom of battle roars; — along the plain, 
The ſons of LocnLi are diſpers'd or ſlain, 
Pale in his ſhip he clos'd the hapleſs fair, 


The lovely maiden of the raven hair; 


Then 


Z 
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Then bounding o'er the deep, to Aun1o0n's coaſt 
He came, and mourn'd for AcanDpecca loſt: 
Her tomb aſcends on AzDdven's ſounding ſhore, | 


And round her narrow houſe the billows roar. 


Bleſs'd be the ſoul of the once lovely maid ! 
And bleſs'd the mouth of ſongs! CVchurIIx ſaid, : 
Mighty was FixGAL. in his youthful rage, 

Nor feeble in the fight his arm of age: 
Dark LocuLin's: hoſt his force again ſliall feel, 
And fly before the King of Moxvsx's ſteel. 
Shew from the clouds, O moon! thy.radiant light, 
Guide his white ſails along the waves of night: 
If any ſpirit of heav'n, or friendly ghoſt; 
Sits on that cloud that overhangs the. coaſt, 
Turn from the rocks his ſhips, ſhould winds deform 
The rolling deep, thou rider of the ſtorm ! 


it Vor. II. on 
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| So-ſpake the chief, (yet troubled was his mind), + 


As near the mountain · ſtream he ſat reclin'd:; 

When, lol the ſon of Mar HA meets his eyes, 

Young CALMAR coming up the hill he ſpies : 
Wounded from fight he came, beſmear'd with blood, 


Leaning againſt his father's fpear he ſtood ;; 


Weak is his arm that made whole hoſts retive ; 


But his ſtrong ſoul ſtill heaves with martial fire. 


Welcome, O fon of MarHAI Conxar ſaid; 
Thrice welcome to thy friends: but why thus ſad? 
Why from thy breaſt breaks forth that burſting ſigh ? 


Thou fear'it no danger, and thou ſcorn'ſt to fly. 


Nor ſhalt thou, valiant Conner! ever hear, == 
Thus CALMaAx ſaid, — that 1 gave way to fear. 
The time of danger is my ſoul's delight, 

I joy to mingle in the gloom of fight: 


I'm 
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I'm of a race'that ever ſcorn'd to yield, 

That reap'd the glorious harveſt of the field; 
Strangers to fear, did ev'ry danger dare, 
And nobly fac'd the horrid front of war: 


T'll not diſgrace the line from whenee I came, 


But ſtrive to emulate my father's fame; 

Like them, while I can wield thoſe glitt'ring arms, 
Danger I'Il court, or periſh 'midit th' alarms. 
Beld Co MAN was the firſt of all my race, 

To him our ancient lineage we can trace; 

He was among the foremoſt that durkt brave, 

In his black ſkiff, the terrors of the wave; 

He ſported o'er the deep with penn maſt, 

And travell'd on the ſwift wings of the blaſt. 

An angry ſpirit once embroil'd the night, 


The moon and ſtars no longer give their light; 
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Marks of a dreadful ſtorm appear around, 
The foaming billows ſwell, the rocks reſound; 
Winds drive the thick ning clouds along the ſky, 
On wings of fire the forked light'nings fly, 
The chief in terror to the land repairs, 

Then bluſhes that he liſten'd to his fears. 

Again among the waves beruſh'd, to find 7 
The gloomy ſpirit thathad nd the wind. 

Three youths the veſſel guide along the flood; 
Upon the prow, with ſword unſheath'd, he ſtood; 
And on the low-hung vapour, as it-paſs'd, 

He ſeiz'd, and by the curling head held faſt; 

Till with his ſteel he ſearch'd its boſom dark : — 
The ſtorm ſubſides; — a calm furrounds the bark ; — 
The bluſt'ring ghoſt forſakes the troubled air; 

The moon returns, the twinkling ſtars appear. 
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Join Frncau's fword, who to our aid deſcends. 


**Twere madneſs any longer here to ſtay, 


Such was the boldneſs of our ancient elite; 

Car Ma will not his anceſtry diſgrace 
Their thirſt of glory does my breaſt inſpire, 
Their dauntleſs ardour, and their martial fire 5 
They beſt ſucceed who dare; thꝰ uplifted ſword 
Repells each danger, or relieves its lord. 

But now, ye ſons of Ezix's verdant lands, 
From Lzxs's bloody heach withdraw your banda 
Collect the ſad remainder of our friends, 


1 heard the ſound of Loc nls hoſt. from far, 


It 
Fheir arms advancing, and denouncing war: 


You cannot meet them in the bloody fray ; 
But I'll remain, and fight till you retire ; 
iWounded already, I muſt ſoon expire. 


This 


This paſs I'll keep till you fly o'er the heath, 
And then, midſt ſlaughter'd foes, will fink in death. 
I'll meet them with bold voice and dauntleſs mind, 


As if your thouſands follow'd me behind, 


To thee, O SEmo's ſon! my gallant friend 


To thee my lifeleſs body I commend : 
After great Fix AL has laid waſte the field, 
And Locarix's thronging hoſt has forc'd to yield, 


Then ſearch for CAL MAR; — let his cold remains 


Find a dark dwelling on green LLLIx's plains; 
Some ſtone place near my tomb to bear my name, 


That future times may hear of CAL MAR 's fame. 


My mother ſhall rejoice above her ſon, ; 
When ſhe beholds the ſtone of my renown, 
The ſon of SEMo liſten'd as he ſpoke, 
And thus he ſaid, with noble envy ſtruck: 
And 
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And wouldſt thou go, and leave me here behind ! 
Am I not, Camas, worthy to be join'd ? 

To thee my ſhare of glory Pl not yield; 
My joy is alſo in th'unequal field: 

The dang'rous enterpriſe now fires my mind, 

T o leave a memorable name behind. 

CoxxAL, and gray-hair'd CarR1L, o'er the plains 
Withdraw, in ſafety, Exix's ſmall remains; 
And when ſubſided is the bloody fray, 

Search for our corſes in this narrow way; 

For near this oak the thronging toes we'll meet, | 
Their ruſhing, thouſands we ſhall here await, 
Run now, O FiTaiL's ſon ! with feet of wind; 
Fly over Luba“ bench, and Findas cz 

And tell him, that on him alone depends 

To reſcue ULLin, and to ſave his friends: 

Bid him repair with ſpeed where danger calls ; 


For LocaLin's hoſt green Exiyx now enthralls, 
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The gloom will ſcatter,. and dark Lochrix yield, 
If once the hero lightens o'er the field; 

As when the ſun, amidſt a 3 ſhines bright, 
And on the graſſy hills reſtores the light, 


On CrxonrL a's height appears morning gray, 
Dark Lochrix's troops advance in dread array; 
C ALMA ſtands forth, where thongs thickeſt roll. 
In al the kindling ardour of his ſoul 3 


But fron hs finds his youthful vigour fail ; 


He drops the ſword ; — his blooming cheeks turn pale: 
No more does he ſuſtain th'unequal war, | 
Stagg'ring, he leans againſt his father's ſpear: 
From Laza's hall the hero brought the dart, 


Where dark he left his mother's anxious heart. 


Now flowly ſiaks the youth amidſt the flain, 


Like a fair tree that falls on Cona's plain. 


Then 
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Then dark Cuenur LIN ſingly bears the ſhock, 
Collected in himſelf; md like a ak 
That ſtands alone, amidſt a ſandy vale, 
In vain the winds and ſeas its ſides aſſail; 
Pois'd on its baſe, it hears the: tempeſts roar, 
And o'er-1ts head the forming ſurges pour; 
The thund'ring noiſe makes all the ſhores reſound, 
The woody hills are echoing all around. 
And now the grey miſt riſes from the ſea, 
When, . bounding dark along the wat*ry way, 
Appear great Fix cAr's ſhips with fav'ring gales ; 
High is their grove of maſts, and white their ſails; 
Their fable prows the rolling ocean-laves, 


Alternate as they nod along the waves. 
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Which when rim SWARAN view'd from C kon- 


LA's height, 


He ſtops, nor farther urges Exix's flight; 
S 
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The deep with ſwelling canvas cover'd o'er 


He ſaw, and the ſwift ſhips approach the ſhore. 
As *twixt a hundred iſles, the ebbing ſea, | 
Through Rraiten'd channels rolls its foaming way; 
The ruſhing tides, confin'd on either hand, 
Rage high, and break upon the ſounding ſtrand: 
Thus loud, confus'd, and vaſt, is LocaLiw's hoſt, 
Returning from the hill to Ul L in's coaſt. 
Their bands gainſt Fincars landing they unite 
They gather on the heath, and wait the fi ght. 


In tears retires, low-bending, ſad, and flow; 

Dragging his ſpear behind, his ſteps he bends 
Ten rds CROnLA's wood, and mourns his abend 

friends. 

Fix GA! had oft the valiant chief beheld, 


6 with renown, returning from the field ; 


* ” 


But 


Mean time Cuchul LIN, overcome with wo, 2 
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But now his face he fears, through conſcious ſhame, 


Struck with his late defeat, and forfeit fame. 


How many of my heroes on that heath, 
The chiefs of IxNISTAIL, lie ſtretch'd in death ©; 
Who but erewhile, within my chearful halls, 
Shar'd of the genial feaſt, and ſounding ſhells ! | 
No more their ſteps upon the heath I'll find; 
No more their voice ſhall rouſe the dark-brown hind: . 


Cold on their bloody beds, unhonour'd now, 


My gallant friends lie filent, pale, and low. 
O ſpirits of the lately dead, ariſe ! . | 
Meet me upon my heath, and glad my eyes; 


Let your lov'd voices oft delight mine ear; 


Let your fair forms, ſrom rolling clouds, appear. 
When on the wings of winds you ride around, 


And ruſtling trees, near Tvra's cave, reſound ; - | 
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There, far remote, Cucuvuliriin ſhall' remain, 
Nor ever iſſue to th* embattl'd plain: 
Henceforth obſcure, in ſhades; he there mall lie, 


And there, unheeded, and unknewn, ſhall die. 


No bard of me ſhall hear; — no moſs- grown ſtone 


To future times ſhalt carry my renown; 
O fair BRaGELA.! mourn me with the dead; 


Departed is my fame, forever cd, 


With broken voice tlius ſpake the darken'd chief, 
Then ſunk in Co As NoOοd, oppreſe d with grief. 


Tall in his ſhip, now Fix car reach'd the ſhore, - 
Before him ſtretch d his glitt'ring lance he bore; 
As high he wav'd it in his mighty hand, 

The ſteel. gleam'd dreadful o'er the ſoundin 8 ſtrand. 
Bright-flaſing thus, a meteor, red of death, 
Is ſeen to ſet on Mar ORS. duſky heath; 


The 
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The lonely trav'ler ſtares with frighten'd eyes; 


A darken'd orb, the moon, ſwims through the ſkies; 


The battle; ſaid the King, I ſee is o'er; 
My valiant friends lie welt'ring in their gore; 
The oaks of CROMLA now lament their death . 


Sadneſs is ſpread-o'er-Lena's fatal heath; 


. The, hunters, in their ſtrength, are proſtrate laid; 


Brave Semo's ſon is number'd with the dead. 
Too late we come; —let's haſte to wipe away 


The ſtains of this diſnonourable day. 


Sound now, my ſons, the horn of FIX GATL's war, 


And let dark Loch ix take its turn to fear. 

Ryno : and FILLAN ! climb that mountain's brow; 
And to the ſhore call down the gloomy foe; | 
From Lampare's grave, (a chief who fell in fight 


In former times), let them roll down their might : | 


Loud 
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Loud as your fathers, let the foes ſrom far 
Hear your dread voice, and tremble as they hear. 
FINAL ſhall here the mighty man await, 
On LI x4's ſhore dark Swa RA ſhall I meet; 
Let him advance with all his thronging bands, 
And with his thouſands cover all the ſands: 

His ſorce we'll try; —be'll find no ſeeble foe; 


Strong are their friends who on the heath lie low. 


Quick as the lightaing gleams athwart the night, 
With feet of wind fair Ryno climbs the height; 
Dark FILLAx, ſwiſt as autumn's ſhadow, flies, 
And loud, o'er LEXA's heath, their ſhouts ariſe. 
Their voice the ſons of ocean hear from far; 
And the dread- ſounding horn of Fixdar's war, 
Loud as the roaring eddies of the main, 


From LocnLin's ſnowy hills return again. 


* 
— 


The 


. Box il. F IN GAL It 


The foes thus ſrong, thus dark, thus ſudden pour 

Rolling the ſtream of battle tow'rds the ſhore: 
The King does in the lowring front appear, 

In diſmal pride of arms, and breathing war; 

Wrath on his dark-brow'd forehead ſat enthron'd, 


* 


While from his rolling eyes flames flaſh'd around. 


Fiva, as Srakxo's ſon he thus beheld, 
With port ſublime advancing o'er the field, 
His ſou! to tender paſſions ſtraight reſign'd; 
Fair AcAx DEA ruſh'd upon his mind. p 
SwARAN, with tears of youth, and heart-felt Wo, 


Hlad mourn'd his ſiſter when he ſaw her lows *& 


The fight of him to-Fixcar's mem' ry brought = 
His firſt of loves ; —a ſadly pleaſing thought. — 
Then tuneful ULLI he diſpatch'd in haſte” © 5 


T'invite the ſon of SraRNO to his feaſtt. 
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Urrix went on with aged ſteps and ſlow; 
And in theſe words addreſs'd the haughty foe : 
O thou ! who leadeſt LocaLin's troops to war, 


Who dwelleſt in thy ſea- girt rocks afar; 


The King of Moxven bids thee to his feaſt : — 
.Let both the hoſts this day from battle ret; K 
To- morrow we ſhall tread the deathful field, 


Raiſe high che ſword, and break the echoing ſhield. 


To- day. we fight, — ſaid STarxo's wrathful ſon, 
And break the echoing ſhie!ds : — to-morrow's ſun 
Shall ſee bold FixGaL ſtretch'd beneath my hand, 
And my feaſt ſmoking on the ſounding ſtrand. 


Uri return'd : — And Fix Gar, ſmiling, ſaid, 
To -· morrow let the hero's feaſt be ſpread; 
This day, my ſons, we break the ſounding ſhields, 
And dr ench with Lochlix's blood green ERIx's fields. 


Thou, 
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As clouds ſuccellive roll along the ſky, 
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Thou, Oss ax ! next thy father take thy ſtand * 
Gavr ! let thy ſword beam dreadful in thy hand; 
With fark, O . bend thy twanging bow; 
Through heav'n thy maſſy ſpear, .O FitLan ! throw: 
Raiſe high, like darken'd moons, the echoing ſhields; . 
Let your bright darts like metears gild the fields, 
Now follow. me; — my path to glory leads 1— 


And emulate in arms your fathers deeds. 
As when a hundred winds contend on high, 


As from a hundred hills the torrents roar, 

As the dark ocean beats the trembling Gans t 

Thus loud, thus vaſt, thus roaring, ruſh to death 
The lowring hoſts, and mix on Lexa's heath. 

The furious ſhock makes all the hills reſound ; 

Loud ſhouts, and diretul groans, are ſpread around... 
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Not ſo on Cox burſts the ſtormy cloud; 

Nor breaks the thunder of the ni ght ſo loud, 

When on the hollow wind, with diſmal ſound, 

A thouſand ghoſts at ance are ſhrieking round. 
FixGArL ruſh'd on, exulting in his might, 

Dreadful as TxEnmor's ſpirit through the night, 

; When on the whirlwind's roar the flitting ghoſt, 

In martial 3 comes to Morxven's coaſt, 

And ſends the children of his pride to war; 0 

As on a fiery beam he hovers near, 5 

Rocks trembling fall before him on the ground, 

The hills, with all their oaks, are echoing round; 

Reſiſtleſs thus my father ſtrode along, 

And bore amidſt che thickeſt of the throng. | 

Awful in battle thus the hero ſtood ; 


His arm tremendous mark'd its way in blood: 


: Quick 
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Quick whirl'd aloft, his beaming ſword he held, 

It flaſh'd like lightning o'er th' embattled field, 

And ſcatter'd terrors through the hoſtile train; 

Nor ſtrength, nor numbers, could his ſhock ſuſtain : 
He rag ' d reſiſtleſs, as with youthful force, 

The field is waſted in his dreadful courſe. 


His father's deeds fair Ryxo's breaſt ſl 
And on he mov'd a pillar bright of fire: 
Strong Gaul advanc'd with dark and frowuing brow; 
His look confonnds, his ſpear conſumes the foe. 
With feet vf wind young Fx dus urg'd the war; 
And near him FIL LAV did like miſt appear: 
Firm as a rock myſelf came down to fight, 
And ruſh'd, exulting in my father's might, 
That day my hand ſtretch'd many a chief in death, 
My ſword gleam'd diſmal o'er dark Lena's heath: 


E 2 Then 
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Then was my joy amidſt the ſtrife of ſpears; 
Nor did I bend beneath a weight of years ; \ 


Time had not filver'd-o'er my hoary head; 

My well-ſtrung nerves then better ſpirits ſed ; 
Theſe trembling hands of age had pow'r to throw 
The forceful lance, and bend the ſtubborn-yew : - 

With heroes I was wont to'ruſh to fight; 
Nor were thoſe eyes thus clos'd in ſhades of nighe; 
Nor chill my blood, nor furrow'd was my face; 


Nor fail'd my limbs, now feeble in the race, 


The many deaths of people;-who can tel], 
What mighty deeds were done, what heroes fell! 
When Finca, riſing in his kindled wrath, 
Conſum'd the ſons of Loonie o'er the heath ; 
Groans ſwell'd on groans, from hill to hill reſound, 
Till night's dark ſhades involv'd the world around. 
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The broken foes, now ſinit with panic fear, 
Pale, ſtaring, like a herd of timorous deer, 

Far back o'er Lexa urge their ſhameful flight; 
Aſſembled there, they paſs the filent night. | 

By LuBax's gentle Kon we ſit, and hear 

The harp with ſprightly ſound delight the ear. 
Great Fix Ar takes his ſtation next the foe, 

And hears the ſongs of bards harmonious flow; 
To Moxvxx's noble race their harps are ſtrung, 
The warlike chiefs of former times are ſung 1 


The pleaſing ſtrains are ſpread along the field. 


Attentive, leaning on his ſounding ſhield, 

The King of Moxvenx ſat; — the whiltling wind 
High toſs'd his aged locks ; — his mighty mind 
Rolls back upon the days of former years, 

As midlt the ſong his father's deeds he hears, | 


t. | | Beeſide 
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Beſide him, leaning on his bending ſpear, 

My young, my lovely Oscar, does appear: 
With admiration he beholds the King; 

Joy to his ſwelling ſoul his actions bring; 

He feels his youthful breaſt with ardour glow, 
That future tines his gallant deeds may know. 


The King obſerv'd, and to him thus begun: 
O Oscax ! pride of youth! ſon of my ſon ! 
This, day thy ſword I ſaw like lightning blaze; 
Thy deeds I ſaw, and glory'd in my race. 

Go on, thou riſing beam! increaſe in fame, 
And, like thy fathers, ſpread thy mighty name; 
| Renown'd were they upon th* embattI'd plain; 
Purſue their path, and be what they have been. 
When TakxMox, the great father of our line, 


And Taaruar, firſt of men I in arms did ſhine; 


In 


J nnn d 39 


In early youth they trod the field of fame; 

Now tuneful bards their martial deeds proclaim. 
O OscAx ! when amidſt the dire e 

Tame thou the proud, and bend the ſtrong in arms: 


But when thou ſeeſt the feeble hand laid low, 


Then ſpare the ſuppliant, fall'n, unhappy foe. 
To guard thy people from impending harms, 
Strong as a roaring ſtream, ruſh forth to arms; 
But to all thoſe that aſk thy friendly aid, 


Be like the gale that moves the tender blade, 


Thus TRRBNMOR liv'd, thus TRATHAL got a name, 


And thus did Fix GAL alſo riſe to fame. 

Th' oppreſs'd and weak to me for ſuccour flew; 
'Them to redreſs my glitt'ring ſword I drew; 

My blazing ſteel before them, like heav'ns fire, 
Gleam'd bright, and made their fierceſt foes retire, 


Aﬀert thy birthright, Oſcar ! and be known 


For Fix GAT's offspring, and for Os514n's ſon, 


Like 
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Like thee, I too was young in toils of war, 
When lovely Fa [NASSOLLIS came from far; 
The King of Craca's daughter was the dame, 
Fair to behold; a mildly ſhining beam! 
'The roſy bloom of youth adorn'd her face, 
And all her ſteps ſhow'd dignity and grace. 
For Coxa's heath I then had left the plain, / 
'To chaſe the . and few were in my train: 
A white · ſail'd boat far off attracts our eyes, 
Like miſt it ſeem d on oceanꝰs blaſt that flies: 
| Soon it approach'd the hi ws we ſaw the fair; 
The wind was ſtruggling in her raven hair: 
Her white brealt heav'd with ſighs, — and fill'd with fears 
She was; — her ruddy cheeks were bath'd in tears,— 
Soon as ſhe ſaw, in baſte the lovely maid 


Ran tow'rds me. — Beauteous damſel! calm I ſaid, 


What makes that ſnowy breaſt thus heave with ſighs? 


Why drown'd in tears do I behold thoſe eyes? 


; . 
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'Young as I am, ſay can I thee defend 
From harm? — This glitt'ring word thou may ſt eom- 
mand: 


This arm is not unmatch'd in wann war, 


But this bold heart a ſtranger is to fear. 


To thee I fly, with ſighs the maid reply'd, 
O chief of mighty men! fam'd far and wide; 
To thee my life, my andur J commend, 
Thou ſtay and ſupport of the feeble hand, 
The King whom Caaca's echoing iſle obeys, 
Own'd me the lonely ſun-beam of his race : 
Some figure there I made ; nor was my name 
- Obfeure, nor [-without-ay ſhare of fame: 
Numbers there courted FainasoL is' love; 
Oft to their ſighs reply'd CRoMALA's grove : 
Mong theſe the chief of Sora ſaw me fair; 
He lov'd the maiden with the dark: brown hair. 
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His ſword a beam of might is by his ſide, PI 
But dark his brow ; his ſoul's the ſeat of pride: Hi; 
I ſhun the chief along the wat'ry way, A 
And he purſues me o'er the rolling ſea, vn 

1 


Diſmiſs thy fears, thou beam of light! I ſaid.; 
Reſt here behind my ſhield, thou hls maid:! 
For if this hand bur ſecond this bold heart, 
'Sora's dark chief will fall beneath my dart; 
"Elſe driv'n in flight, again he'll ſeek the ſea, 

And meaſure back with ſpeed his Former way. 
J might conceal thee far from A eyes, 
In ſome lone cave; — but Fl NGAL never flies: 
Whenever danger threatens, he appears, | 
And his ſoul brightens in the ſtorm of ſ pears, 
On either cheek I ſaw the trickling tear, | 
| As thus I ſpoke ; —I pitied Cnaca's fair, 


a, EENGCAE 
As when a dreadful wave far off does riley 

The ſhip of Rormy BoxBar met our eyes. 

High bend his maſts behind his ſhowy ſails, 

As o'er the deep he bounds with ſwelling gales; 

White roll the waters ſoaming on each ſide, 


The ſtrength of ocean ſounds with ruſhing tide. 


I met che gloomy hero on the ſtrand, 
(The maid ſtood trembling by, and graſp'd my hand) :: 
Thou rider of the ſtorm, from ocean's roar, 

I'ſaid, who haſt arriv'd on Moxven's: ſhore, 
Strangers are ever welcome to my halls; 

Come thou, partake the feaſt within my walls. 

He ſent his anſwer from the crooked yew 

Already bent ; — the ſounding arrow flew, 

And pierc'd the fair,--She fell upon the ſtrand, —- 
O chief ! I-cry'd, unerring is thy hand: 
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Mean ſame, alas! to flay ſo weak à foe; 

But now prepare thy utmoſt force to ſhow, 

Long time we fought, nor feeble was the ſtrife; 
The prize de t r either's life, _ 
Enrag'd at length, my ſword I-whirl'd around; . 
And with.one mighty thruſt.his heart I found ; 
The gaping wound guſh'd out a crimſon flood; 

| Reeling he fell, and ſtain'd the ſands-with blood. 
On the bleak ſhore two tombs of ſtones we rear, 
In which we place the hapleſs youthſul pair: 
The mariner from far beholds them riſe, 

As o'er the ſoaming waves he bounding flies. 
Such was. J in my youth, ſo roſe my rage; 
Oscar, do thou reſemble FinGAL's age; 

Seek not the battle, nor on danger run; 


But hen it comes, deſpiſe it not, nor ſhun; 


FrLLAN, 
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 FiLLAN, and Os cAR, of the dark brown hair, 
Ye children of-my race, young beams in war, 
Along the heath of:roaring winds now fly; 


Look round if Lochlix's ſons you can eſpy: 


Go, leſt they ſnun my ſword through ſilent night, 
And o'er: the waves precipitate their flight: 

For many chiefs, on Lexa's bloody heath, I 
Of Exin's:race, he on the bed of death; 

The ſons of echoing CRoMLA, pale and low, 
Heform'd with gore, their ghaſtly faces ſhow ; 

The children of the ſtorm, oppreſs d with weight, 


Fell unreveng d amid th' uncqual fight. 


He ſaid © Like two dark elouds the heroes flew, 


Chariots of flitting ghoſts that meet our view, 


When night's dark children gliding through the air 


On clouds, to frighten hapleſs men repair, 


Then 
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Then Gavr, the ſon of Moxxi, ſam'd in fight, 


Before the King ſtood like a rock through night ;. 


His glitt ring ſpear is beaming to the ſtars ; 


His voice, like many ſtreams, the hero rears, 


O Firxcar ! King of ſnells! renown'dafar; 
Thou ſon of battle, and thou pride of war, 
(The chief thus cies aloud) ; — hear my. ques; 5 
Now let your bards ſooth ERIx's friends to reſt; 
And, Fixcar, do thou ſheath thy ſword of death, 
And let thy people fight upon the heath. 

Thou ever mov ſt the terror of the fields '3 
Thou art the only breaker of the ſhields.; 
Darken'd by thee, we fight without. a name; 
We droop, we wither, and we loſe our fame. | 
To-morrow let me lead thy warrior train; 


Do thou behold us ſtruggling on the plain ; | 


Let 


It 


Here will I lie amidſt the wind of night; 
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Let Locuzin feel the ſword of Moxx:'s fon, 
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That bards may ſing my deeds in battle done. FI | 
Such was the cuſtom of thy noble race, 0 


23 
— — 


— 
- 


The rulers of the war in former days; 


_— — —_ — 
—— — 1 
TTT 
— N ID IAG, 

r ET. 
— ==": 
— — = > 
* = - + * 
- — — — 7 


And ſuch thine own in battles of the ſpear, 


Thou King of ſwerds, that know'ſt not how to fear, 


O ſon of Morn ! thus the-Kingreply'd, 
Thy fame ſhall be my glory and my pride. 
Lead Moxven's ſons to-morrow forth to fight, 


And through the ranks of LochrLix roll thy might: 


On Cromr 4's fide thou ſhalt behold my ſpear, 
Ready to ald thee, ſhouldſt thou fail in war. 
And now, ye bards ! your tuneful voices raiſe, 


And lull me into-reſt with ſoothing lays, 


Fixcar ſhall here recline till moraing's light. 
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I. walk wh little men, or filent mourn. 


© AcanDEcca ! lovely hapleſs fair, 
Mong Locktin's children, if thou now art near; 


If thou art borne along by whiſtling blaſts, 


Or ſitt'ſt on high among cheir ſhrouded maſs; 
Come to my foul, my fair - one, in a dream, 


Sho thy bright face upon a radiant beam. 


Then many a voice and harp of tuneful found 
Aroſe the melting muſic fpreads around: 

Of ischt s mighty deeds in war they ſing, 
Andof the noble race of Moxven's King. 


Sometimes the name of Oss14x, midſt their trains, 


Was heard; — now dark and ſorrowing he remains. 


Oft have J toil'd in che rough ſront of war, 


And oſten won in battles of the ſpear ; 


Now comfortleſs, blind, tear ful, and — 
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FinGaAL ! no more in arms doſt thou appear; 


Dead is thy race, once dreadful in the war: 
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Now with three ſteps thy grave I compaſs round; 
O thou! of late, who waſt ſo mighty found. 
Cold is the bed where reſt thy lov'd remains; 
Narrow the houſe which Moxvzx's King contains: 
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Long in thy dwelling dark thou now art laid, 
And on thy verdant tomb the wild roes ſeed, 
0 ng of ſwords ! bleſt be thy ſoul in death; 
Thou molt renown'd on Cona's echoing heath. 


End of BOOK III. 
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The ARGUMENT of Book IV. 
The action of the poem being ſuſpended by night, Oſſian 
takes that opportunity to relate his own attions at the lake of 
Lego, and his courtſhip of Evicallin, the mother of Oſcar, 
who had died ſome time before the expedition of Fingal ints 
Ireland. — Her ghoſt appears to him, and tells him, that 
Oſcar, who had been ſent the beginning of the night fo ob- 
ſerve the enemy, was engaged with an advanced party, and 
almoſt overpowered. —_Oſlian relieves ks fon ;—and an as 
"ROY given to Fingal of the approach of Swaran,—The 
King rife „ calls his army together, and, as he had promiſed 
the preceding night, develoes the command on Gaul, the ſon 
of Morni ; while he himſelf, after charging his ſuns to be. 
have gallantly, and defend his people, retires to a hill, from 
whence he could have a view of the battle, —The baitle be- 


G 2 —_—- 


1 3 
gin. The. poet relates Olcar's great aftions.— But when 
Oſcar, in conjundion with his father, conquered in one 


wing; Gaul, who was attacked by Swaran in perſon, was 


an the point of retreating in the othor —Fingal ſends Ullin, | 


banding, Swaran prevails; and Gaul, with his troops, is 
| ebliged to give way. —Fingal, deſcending from the bill, ral. 


lies them again —Swaran deſiſt» from the purſuit he 


Paſſeſſes himſelf. of a riſiug ground, reſtores the ranks, and 
waits the approach Fingal.— The Ming having encouraged 
bis men, gives the neceſſary orders, and e the battle. 
Cuchullin, who, with bis friend Connal, and Carril the 
bard, had retired to the cave of Tura, hearing the noiſe, 


came to the brow of the hill which overlooked the field of battle, | 


oint of obtaining a complete vicfry.— Being with difficult 
+ 58.  $inadered 


his bard, to encourage bim with a war-ſong ; but, notwith- | 


hin 


TE: 17 
kindered by Connal from joining Fingal, ze ſends Carril 
to co gratulate that hero upon his ſucceſ5. 


T The piſoe of Evirallin is neceſſary to char up ſeveral 
paſſages that follow in the poem, at the ſame time that it 
brings 01 the action of the book, which may be ſuppoſed to bes 
gin about the middle of the third night from the opening of the 
prem.—This book, as many of Oflian's compoſitions, is ad. 
dreſſed to the beautiful Malvina, the daughter of Toſcar.— 
She appears to have been in love with Oſcar, and to have 
affelied the company of the father Ster the death of the 


Many names occur in this book. —Such as are not of Gae- 


lic origin we pretend not to give a meaning t0 :—Moſt of the 
Gaelic names are poetical, and charadteriflic of the peril 
er things they belong to, 
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Toſcar and Ofcar, ſignify much the ſame thing Oſ- 
car, intrepid; — an'Toſcar, the reſolute or danntleſi man. 
—Evirallin, a werd compoſed of eur, a yew tree, and 
aluine, excellent >— Hence the lady is poetically named the 
exquiſite or finely ſhaped plant or branch Of yew they then 
made bows,—Branno , chearful, engaging, open in his man- 
ner. Cor-mac, ef Mac, fon, and Caobhair, relief; the 
fon of relief or refuge. — Colla, or Comhail, meeting or 
congre/3, —Durra, or Duibhre, darkneſs, or gloom. Ta- 
go, or Taogher, choſen or difingulibed..—Frefia), rea- 
dy, | preſent every where,-Dairo, or Taire, heedful, 
watchful. —Dala, or Dail, ſtop or delay.—Mullo, perhaps 
may be from molloch, rough or hairy.—Scelacha, ſigni- 
fies a rehearſer of deeds, or a perſermer actions worthy 
to be rehearſed, =Og-glan, handſome youth, of brave diſ- 
poſttions.—Cerdal, or fear dol, er ſhior dol, ſtill ad- 
dancing. Du, ma-reachdan, black complexioned, or a» 
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BOOK IV. 


H O, like the ſhow'ry bow on Lzxa's plains, 
Comes from che mountain, with her tender ſtrains? 
Tis Toscar 6 white-arm | m'd daughter forth does move; 
It is the maiden of the v voice of love. 

Ot has Mar vina heard my plaintive ſong ; 

Oft have her tones of beauty ſtream' d along, 

When 1 rehears'd the deeds of former days, 

And ſhe attentive liſten d to my lays. 

Now from the hill the weeping fair deſcends, 

To hear the battles of her valiant friends; = 


To 
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To know of her lov'd Oscar's high renown, 


And hear the gallant actions of my ſon, 
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O when, alas! ſhall Oss1ax ceaſe to mourn, 
By Cona's echoing ſtream, ſad and forlorn ? 
My youthful years in war and battles paſt, 


My age with darkeſt ſorrow is 0'ercalt. 


O lovely daughter of the hand of ſnow ! 
T hen was not Oss14N thus 0 er come . wo; 
Then blind and comfortleſs I did not mourn, 
Nor were my ſteps thus dreary and forlorn, 
When Evzz4aLL1x, with the dark-brown hair, 
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Gave me her love, the ſnowy boſom'd fair! 
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Grace in her eyes the youthtul Oss Ax found, 


Preferr'd to ſtately Cox MA far renown'd. * 
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Her love a thouſand heroes ſtrove to gain; 1 
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4 thouſand ſought her, but they ſought in vam: 
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Though Brei in arms, , ſhe did them all — ; 
OssiAx alone was graceful i in her eyes. 
To Lzco's ſable ſurge I bent my way, 
Where the fair object of my wiſhes lay; 
Twelve of my people chen were in my train, 
With me from M onveR they had croſs'd the main. 
To BRANxNo, friend of ftrangers ! fraight we came, 
Father of EVERALLN, lovely dame. 
We ſpoke to BRAxxo of the founding mail. 
Brave youths, cid; from whence the arms of ſteel ? 
From Moxven's lands I find you have come here, 
In queſt of EvezxalLN, blooming fair! 
Already has ſhe many chiefs deny d. 
And Exix' s blue · ey d ſons ſhe has defy'd: 
No eaſy conqueſt is the lovely dame, 
Who has refus'd ſo many ſons of fame : 
But thou, O ſon of Fix GAL! far renown'd, . 
May thy addreſſes be with ſucceſs crown'd, 
| Happy 


bei W. FIN G A T. 59 
Happy the maid to thee who yields her charms ; 
Thrice happy ſhe whom thou do'ſt guard from harms. 
Though there were twelve fair damſels of my race, 


Adorn'd with beauty, bleſs'd with ev'ry grace;. 
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Thine, chief! alone, ſhou'd be my fav'ring voice; 
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And thine, of all my daughters, were the choice. 


In accents mild thus aged BRA xx e ſaid; 
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Then open'd up the hall where dwelt the maid;. 


The dark-hair'd EvzraLLiIN met our eyes; 
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Her dazzling beauty ſtruck us with furpriſe : 2 


She held me not c long time in anxious pain; - 
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A kind return my ardent ſuit did gain, 
Joy in our kindling breaſts of liel aroſe; 
We bleſs'd the maid, and ruſh'd againſt her ſoes. 


Cormac, above us on the neighb'ring height, 
Wich his bold train, awaits the {hc ck of fight: | 
a oh + Eig he 
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Eight were his heroes, bred amidſt alarms; 


The heath around is flaming with their arms. 


Beſide the chief, young CoLLa does appear, 


And Dux of the wounds, well ſkill'd in war; 
Taco and mighty Tos AR, tow'ring ſtrode; 
There FazsTAL the victorious, frowning ſtood; 


DaLa, a bulwark in the narrow way; 


And Datro, oft ſucceſsful in the iray ; 


Cormac, with graceful looks, before the band 


Appears; —his ſword bright beaming in his hand. 


Os814ax, with equal numbers in kis train, 
Came forth to meet him on dark LtGo's plain. 
ULLix the brave, the ſtormy ſon of war; 
And Morro, of the gen'rous deeds, was there; 
And graceful SceLacaa, of ruddy face, 


Dauntleſs his heart, and noble was his race 


Ocr an, 


B51 NG AL Book IV, 


Book IV. F. ICN G A L. 63 


OcLan, and wrathful Czxpar, trode the heath; 
And Duma-riccan, with his brows of death; 
And why ſhou'd gallant OG Ax be the laſt, 


So wide renown'd on ArDvEeN's rocky waſte? 


Now clos'd in fight, amidſt the warring throng, 
Ocar met, fack to face, with Dara ſtrong : 
As when the winds ſtrive with contending force, 
To roll the waves W their impetuous courſe ; 
The chiefs thus fought ; — in equal arms they ſtood, 
And wounded wound, till both were bath'd in blood: 
Enrag'd, his fav'rite weapon Oe AR drew, 
And with his dagger gainſt his foe he flew 5 
Nine times he bury'd it in DALA's fide; 
He fell in death; — the plain re-echo'd wide: 
The ſtormy battle turn'd upon the field, 
And Cormac's chiefs gave back, conſtrain'd to yield. 


Cormac JI 


62 


Cormac and I met thrice in ſhock of war; 
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His buckler thrice I pierc'd, thrice broke his ſpear; 


Then rous'd anew, one laſt effort he try'd, 


And drew his gleaming faulchion from his fide : 


He ruſh'd, reſolv'd not to ſurvive that day; 
Unhappy youth! I lopp'd his head away: 
Fives times I ſhook it by the yellow hair; 

His friends then fed, all ſmit with panic fear. 


Whoever then, O lovely maid ! ſhou'd lay, 


When thus I ſtrove with heroes in the fray, 


That Os514x, blind, forlorn, unkit for fight, 
Forſaken thus, ſhould pals the tedious night p 


Firm ought his mail to be, well fix'd his ſhield, 


His arm unmatch'd in battles of the field. 


'On LEexa's gloomy heath now v dy'd wr 


The ſound of muſic and each tuneful lay: 


Th' in- 
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Th' inconſtant blaſt blew hard amid{t the wood; 

Its wither'd leaves an oak around me ſtrew'd; 

High wav'd its ſounding branches o'er my head, 

And awful darkneſs o'er the world was ſpread : 

ee on the heath, I could not yield to reſt, 

The thoughts of EvEr allin fill'd my breaſt; 

When, lo! array'd with beauty as wath light, 

The fair appear'd before my weading ſight ; 

With blue eyes roll'd in tears ſhe hov'ring ſtood, 


And thus, with ſeeble voice, ſpoke from her cloud. 


Sleep'ſt thou ſecure, O Oss ian! thus ſhe ſaid, 
Nor of young Os cax's danger art afraid; 
By Lochrin“s troops my ſon muſt be inclos'd, 
Single againſt a multitude oppos'd : 
The daring youth, befide the lofty oak 
Of Luzax's ſtream, has met them jo the ſhock, 
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Ariſe and ſave him, ere it be too late, 


Leſt thou ſhouldſt mourn for his untimely fate. 


She ſaid; and a6 a dream at break of day, 
She ſunk into her cloud, and ruſh'd away. 


Sudden I roſe, and cloth'd me in my mail, 


And ſheath'd my limbs in all their ſhining ſteel : 


Supported by my ſpear, I mov'd along, 

Far o'er the field my rattling armour rung ; 
Humming a ſong I went, and, void of fear, 
As I was wont, when danger did appear : 

'To chiefs of other times I rais'd my voice, 
Like diſtant thunder LocaLin heard the noiſe ; 
Frighten'd they fled confus'd, and i in a croud, 


Their broken aps my gallant ſon purſu'd. 


Then after Oscar loud my voice I ſend, 


Which like a roaring ſtream I did extend : 
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Return, 


rr NAR. 
Return, my fon ! I call'd ; nor ruſh on death 


Return with ſpeed to me o'er Lexa's heath: 


Enough thou'ſt ſhewn thy valour through the night, 


Thy foes repell'd, and drove in ſhameful flight; 
No farther now their ſcatter'd bands purſue, 
Leſt they ſhou'd rally, and the fight renew: 
Come back, my ſon, and ſtop thy bloody hand ; 


On Oss iAx's aid thou need'ſt not now depend. 


His ſounding ſteel 1s pleaſant to'my ear, 
As o'er the heath his nimble tread I hear : 
To me he came, and made my heart rejoice; 
Why, father, didſt thou top my hand, he cries ? 
# & houfands ere this wou'd gaſp away their breath, 
The field be ſtrewn with carnage and with death. 
Thy ſon and FL Tax met them at the ſtream, 


As dark and dreadful o'er the heath. they came, 
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And filent roll'd along their thronging might, 
Watching the terrors of the gloomy night. 

A lane of ſlaughter'd bodies we have made 

With our keen ſwords, and loth have thee obey'd; 
And now dark Lochrix gathers all its bands; 
Loud as the winds on Moxa's ſnowy ſands, 

Drive ocean's waves amid the ſtormy night, 

In ſounding arms they thus advance to fight. 

As here I came, the meteors red of death 

I ſaw, and heard the ghoſts ſhriek o'er the heath 4 
To meet the foes, my father, let's prepare; 

I will arouſe great Fix GAL to ee 

The King who joys amid the ſtrife of ſpears, 

Who ſmiles in danger, nor gives way to fears; 
But, like the ſun, when clouds the heavens deform, 


Breaks through the darkneſs, and diſpels the ſtorm. 


Mean 


ö Boex IV. F IN G A L. 6 
Mean time great Fixcar ſtarted from a dream; 
For through his reſt a viſion to him cbs, 8 
He ſtarted, roſe, and lean'd on TakNMok's ſhield, 
Which oft had lighten'd o'er th' embattl'd field; 
Which oft his fathers rais'd in former 4 
And oft had ſhont in battles of his race. 


The mournful form of AcanDecca came, 
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And ſhew'd herſelf to Fiv AL in his dream; 
The fair came ſlowly from the rolling ſea, 
And over Lena beat her lonely way; 


With grief and heavy care ſhe ſeem'd oppreſt; 
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Pale was her face, like Cromnra's floating miſt 


Along her checks the dark tears throng deſcend z 
She ſtood in act to ſpeak ; — her lily hand 
Oft from her robe ſhe rais'd ; — of ambient air 


The robe was form'd, through which appear'd the fair: 


— — — 
— ' 7 a 


Silent, ſhe often turn'd aſide her eyes, 
While her white boſom heav'd with ſwelling ſighs; 
| I 2 With 
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With her dim hand outſtretch'd above the chief, 
She ſtood, unable to expreſs her grief. 


To whom thus Fincar, with a heavy ſigh : 
Daughter of 8Sr ARNO! why that tearſul eye? 
Why is thy 6255 ſo pale, thou flitting ſhade; 
Why haſt thou hither come in clouds array'd ? 
She anſwer'd not, but vaniſh'd from his ſight, 
And quick retir'd amidſt the blaſt of night. 
The fair lamented for her valiant friends 


That were to periſh by great FIX GAL's hands; 


She mourn'd for thoſe who on dark Lena's heath, 


By Moxvex's ſons, would ſoon be ſtretch'd in death, 


Penſive he roſe, and lean'd againſt his ſhield, 
While in his ſoul the fair he Rill beheld : 
Then ſudden Os car's Reps invade his ears, 


Along the fields his ſounding tread he hears : 


From 


Sor. FN "os 


From far the King the blooming hero ſpy'd, 
And the grey ſhield dim-beaming on his fide ; 
For now o'er ULLIx's waves the morning came, 


And ſhone along the heath with ſickly beam, 


What, Oscas, do the foes amidſt their fear? 
Said Moxven's King, and graſp'd bis ſhining ſpear ; 
Or do they urge their flight through ocean's foam? 
Or to the ſounding Aviſe:of ſteel will come? 
But why ſhould Fixcar aſk ? I hear their voice; 


The early wind brings here their ruſhing noiſe : 


O'er Lena's heath, O Os car ! ſpread th alarms, . 


And let the friends of Ex riſe to arms. 


By ſtreamy LuBax's ſtone the hero ſtood, 
And thrice he rais'd his dreadſul voice aloud : 


Deer from the fountains ſtarted at the ſound ; 


The hills, with all their rocks, are ſhaking round; þ 1 
His 4 | 1 
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His well-known voice the ſons of Moxven hear; 

At once they ſpring, they rouſe, they ruſh to war: 
Loud as a hundred ſtreams that burſting pour 

'Their waters to the plain, and foaming roar; 
Throng as the thick'ning clouds, ſucceſſive fly, 

And gather to a tempeſt o'er the ky ; 

Round FineaL's dreadfal voice, thus Mo RVEN'S bands, 
Throng- gath' ring croud, and wait his high commands. 
The ſummons of the King with joy they hear; 

Oft had he led them forth to bloody war, 

And often had they from th' enſanguin'd plain 
Return'd with ſpoils of foes in battle ſlain. 


Be ready now to meet dark Lochrix's ſhock, 
Ye children.of the form Þ the King thus ſpoke ; 
Now to the death of thouſands roll your might; 
Fix GAL from yonder hill ſhall ſee the fight : 


Thence 
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Thence ſhall your King the rage of war ſurvey, 


And witneſs your brave actions in the fray ; 


My ſword you ſhall behold high waving thence, 


The dread of foes, of friends the ſure defence. 
This day, I truſt, its aid ſhall needleſs prove, 
As under GavL's direction forth you move; 
for Mokxi's ſon, this day, the firſt of men, 
Leads on my warriors to th' embattl'd plain: 
Follow his path to conqueſt and to fame, 
That future bards his praiſes may proclaim, 

Ye ghoſts of heroes dead! that flit in air 

Ye riders of the forex of Cromla ! hear; 

My people falling in the well-fought tray, 


Receive with joy, and to your hills convey 


Thence may the blaſt that o'er dark LENA roars, 


Waft them along the deep to Moxven's ſhores, 


That to my ſoul, in reſt, the ſons of fame 


May come to glad me in my ſilent dream. 
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Ye children of my race, young beams in war! 
FilLan, and Oscax, of the dark-brown hair; 


Thou blooming RyNo, with the pointed ſteel, | 


Dauntleſs ruſh on, your ſtrength let LocgLIx feel; 


Advance with valour, and impetuous force; 
Behold the ſon. of Mogxi in his courſe ; 
Rival your leader's deeds amid the fray, : 
Attend his orders, and ſubmiſs aw be) 
Let not your ſwords be feeble in the ſtrife, 
But be not rath, nor prodigal of life; 


Let not your ardour lead you too far on, 


Suffice it that the victory is won: 


Then ſpare your foes ; reſtrain your bloody hands „ 


But, above all, protect your father's friends. 
Thus mindful of the chiefs from whom you came, 
You'll riſe to conqueſt, and to deathlefs fame. 
And ſhou'd you here, my children, fall in fight, 


Soon ſhall we ſee each other with delight; 


Soon 
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Soon muſt I follow, and my flitting ſhade 
Shall meet your pale - cold ghoſts in clouds array d 


On blaſts we'll ride together through the ſky, 
And ofer the hills of Coxa joyful fly, 


As when a cloud o ercharg'd with chunder dire, 
Its dark ſkirts edg'd around with heav'n's red fire, 
Portending ſtorm, moves ſlowly o'er the {ky, 

And weſtward from the morning-beam does fly; 
Thus FIN GAL moves, retiring from the fight ; 
His armour caſts around a dreadful light: 

Oft he looks back, and views the ruſhing war; 
The wind is ſtruggling in his hoary hair; 

On Crxomra's ſhaggy ſide he takes his ſtand ;- 
Two pond'rous ſpears he carries in his hand ; 
Three bards attendant on the hero came, 


To bear his orders to his ſons of fame: 
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His ſword like lightning, waving, we beheld, 
And as he way'd, we mov d along the field. 


In Os cAR's face a kindling joy — 5 : 
His eye ſheds tears, his cheek red-fluſhing glows ; 
His ſword is in his hand a beam of fire ; 
Smiling he came, and thus addreſs'd his fire 
Oss1an ! thou mighty ruler of the war, 

Father, this once thy fon propitions hear; 
| If ever I found — in thy ſighht, 
With Mozven's chief do thou retire from fight; 
A glorious race thou haſt already run; 

This day allow the battle to thy ſon ; 
This day let Os cAx gain a mighty name; 
Retire, and let me equal OssiAx's fame; 
Let me ſpread terror mong the hoſtile train, 
Or nobly fall on LIZNA“s heathy plain: 9 
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And ſhou'd it be my fortune to lie low, 

To thee I recommend that breaſt of ſnow, 
Toscar's white-handed daughter, hapleſs fair 
That lonely ſanbeam of aly love and care : 
Comfort and.ſooth her, O thou gallant chief! 
For me the maiden will be ſank in grief. 
Methinks I now behold the mournful dame, 
Bend from the rock that overhangs the ſtream, 
In tears; — her ſoſt hair round her boſom flies, 
While for her Os cAx the pours forth her ſighs: 
Tell her, that lightly bounding now I glide 
Around my hills, as on the winds I ride; 

And that I hope to meet the lovely maid 


Hereaſter in a golden cloud array'd. 


Why do'ſt thou thus anticipate thy doom, 
Oscax ? I ſaid; raiſe thou thy father's tomb, 


„ 3 
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The fight, my ſon, to thee I will not yield, 


But firſt and bloodieſt in the deathful field, 
My arm through thickeſt ranks ſhall cut a way, 


And teach thee how to conquer in the fray. 


ber; Os Ax, when thy father's low, 


To place this ſword beſide him, and this bow; 


And let this ſounding horn be alſo near, 


0 I often rous'd the dark- brown "FOR 
When thou behold'ſt me'number'd with the ſlain, 


Let theſe with me in that dark houſe remain, 


Whoſe mark is one grey ſtone. = No weeping fair | 
Have I to leave behind me to thy care: 
The graceful EveRALLIN is no more; 


Peaceful ſhe ſleeps on Moxvxx's ſounding ſhore. 


Such were our words, when Gavr's tremendous voice 


Came growing on the wind with roaring noe ; 
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His father's ſword, high-wav'd in his bold hand, 
Shot trembling rays that glimmer'd o'er. the land; 
The ſhouting hoſt to his loud voice reſounds ; 


Forward he leads to battle, death, and wounds, 


As ſwelling ſurges, with a thund'ring roar, 
White bubbling-foam, and laſh the trembling ſhore, 
Firm as the rocks of ooze meet roaring waves, 
Thus hoſt meets hoſt, thus each the other braves.; 
With lowring fronts at once they both advance 
Againſt each other, arm'd with ſword and lance : 
Man clos'd with man, 'gaiaſt ſhields, ſhields claſhing 
ſound ; | 

Spears fly, men fall, the earth with blood is drown'd; 
Quick whirl'd their beaming ſwords, ſo rung, ſo roſe, 
As when a hundred hammers deal the blows 
On the red hiſſing ſteel ; = by turns they riſe 
And fall, the fire around in ſparkles flies. 


On AzDvENn as a whirlwind bends its force, 
Thus Gaul advanc'd impetuous in his courſe, 


With his refulgent ſword ; — his dreadful hand 
As waſteful fire on Goxmar's echoing heath; 


But, oh! what voice, what numbers can diſplay, 
The deaths and valiant actions of that day; 

How many heroes fell on either ſide 

In bloody fight, and by whoſe hands they dy'd ? 
Myſelf amid the gloomy ſtrife was found, 


And, Os cAx, terrible wert thou in fight; 
My belt, my braveſt ſon, excell'd in might; 


My ſecret ſoul rejoic'd, as I beheld 


And his bright ſword high-beaming o'er the ſlain. 
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Wide ſpreads deſtruction through the hoſtile band. 


Thus Swazan raging, ſtretch'd his foes in death, 


With ſword high flaming, dealing deaths around; 


The youth with ſlaughter'd champions ſtrew the field, 


Through Lrxa's heath dark Lockrix fled amain ; 
Po With 
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Ready to mingle in the ranks of war. 


1 
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With feet of wind we hung upon their rear; 


The ſword reach'd ſome, and ſome the pointed ſpear, 


As looſen'd ſtones from rock to rock rebound ; k | 
As echoing woods to axes loud reſound | | 
As thunder rolls in diſmal broken peals, | j | 
With repercuſſion dire, from hills to vales; . il | 
Thus death to death ſucceeds, and blow to blow, | | | 
| (il 
From Os caR's hand and mine among the flying foe. ö | 
| | | 15 


But Gaul, mean while, who led the other wing, 
Is hemm'd about by Lochlix's gloomy King; 
There like the ruſhing tide of Hhivrots f 
Round Moan1's ſon the troops of SWARAN pour, 
Fixcat, from CxouLA's fide, his friend beheld, 
By the throng foe inclos'd npon the field; 

He half aroſe, and half aſſum'd his ſpear, | 


®, 
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But though his wrath was kindled at the ſight, 
Sudden be ſtopp'd, nor forward ruſh'd to fight; 
He hop'd that Gaul might yet repel the foe ;. 
To him he bade the aged ULtix go: 

The King of Moxvex'thus the bard beſpoke; 
Thou ſeeſt our friend inclos d, our army broke:; 
With all thy haſte, O bard ! deſcend the height; 
Inſpire brave Gaul ſtill to maintain the fight; 
Remind him of the race from whence he came; 


Let him not fly, nor blot his former ſame : 


+ With ſong, O bard ! ſupport the yielding fight; 


Song fires the hero, and improves his might. 


With graceful ſteps of age, tall ULLI x went, 
And tow'rds the King of ſwords his courſe he bent. 
The tuneful bard the hero thus addreſs d: 


Savr! thou high - bounding chief of dauntleſs breaſt 


Son 


F, 
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Son of the ruler of the generous ſeeds. ! 

Who joy'it to mingle. where the battle bleeds ! ry 
Hard is thy heart; thou do'ſt in danger ſmile; „ 
Strong is thy Hand in ev'ry per'lous toil, 

Warrior, whoſe arms to conquelt know the way, 
Cut down the foe, deſtroy them in the fray . 

Let none eſcape from Lena's bloody ſhore ; | 

Let no white ſail bound round dark InxisTORE.. 
Like thunder be thine arm amidſt the ſhock, 

Thine eyes like fre, thy heart of ſolid rock; 
Through thickeſt ranks whirl round thy ſword in . 
Bright as a ſtreaming meteor of the night; 

Dire as the flame of death, lift high thy ſhield, 
Diffuſing terrors o'er th' embattl'd field. 

Son of the ruler of the generous ſteeds ! 


Who joy'ſt to mingle where the battle bleeds ! 


Q thou whoſe arms to conqueſt know the way! 
Cut down the foes, deſtroy them in the fray, 
Jock © * The 
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The hero's ſoul was fir d by ULLIx's fong; 
Ile bore amieſt the thicket of the throng: 
But SWARAN overpow'r'd him on the plain 


With thronging bands, and eleft his ſhield in twain, 


The ſons of Moxven then gave way to fear; 


They yield, they fly, nor longer urge the war. Ane 
| 9 
With grief great Fix AL {rom the height beheld "Sic 
His friends thus ſcatter'd, and conſtrain'd to-yield:; | *E! 


Prone down the Reep in rattling arms he bent 
His courſe ; — his voice before him thrice he ſent; 


The woods of CromLla anſtrer d · to the ſound, 


The neighb'ring hills re- echo'd all around. 
Abaſh'd, his ſriends the dreadful ſignal hear; 54 
They ſee the King ruſh forward to the war: 
They ſtand, nor farther from the foe retreat - 


But Fixcar's eyes, aſham'd, they dare not meet: 


hluſhing 
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Bluſhing they rally, and their pow'rs unite, 

And wait his orders to renew the fight. 

As when the ſun hot-beaming {rom on high, 

gcorches the hills, and makes the rivers dry; 

When the ſhrunk herbage thirſts for dews in vain, 

And deer in ſhades forſake the parched plain, 

A rainy cloud appears at noontide-hour, 
Slow-rolling,. and the fields expect the ſhow'r: 
Thus to his trodps o'erſpent, the King appears, 
Their drooping courage thus Bis preſence cheers. 

SWARAN, before his bands, with awe beheld 
The dreadtal King of MoxvEx on the field; 

He call'd his ſquadrons, and reſtrain'd their force, 

And ſudden ſtopp'd in his victorious courſe, 

Diſturb'd and dark he lean'd againſt his ſpear, 

And with red eye furvey'd the coming war; 

Doubtful. to undertake the fatal fight, 

Silent he ſtocd, and ſcorn'd ignoble flight, 

L 2 
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As when an oak on Luzar's banks is ſeen, 
Whole lealy arms did once o'erſhade che plain; 

But blaſted now by heav'n's red fire, and bare, 

It ſpreads its ſinged branches to the air; 

Its ſtately head is o'er the ſtream declin'd, 

And the grey moſs is whiſtling to the wind: 

Thoughtſul and overawid thus Rood the King, 

And ſilent view“ d his troops from wing to wing; 

Then flow withdrew them from the field of death, 

And dark retir'd to Lexa's rifing heath : 

His hoſt, -its crouding thouſands round him pours, 


And there the gath'ring ſtorm of battle lowrs, 


FinGAL „before his troops, prepar'd for fight, 


Shone like a beam of heav'n in armour bright ; 


His heroes gather at the dreadful noiſe, 


As forth he ſends his pow'rſul warning voice, 


3 
Ii Hus 


Wan r 1 N A 1 15 
Thus he commands: — My ſtandards raiſe on hi Zh, 
Let them to Lzxa's wind now waving fly; 

Let them as ſtreams of many hills appear, 

Advancing o'er the field, dread ſigns of war! 

Let them of ERin's battles us remind, 

When we behold them ruſiling in the wind. 


And now, ye leaders of each gallant band, 


That from a thouſand hilks in Moxvex's land 


Have roll'd your ſtrength, like many ſtreams that roar; . 


Be near Four King, attend his words of pow'r. 


GAL, ſtrongeſt arm of death! exert thy might; 


And thou, young Os caR ! of che future fight; 
CoxxAL of SoRA, with the pointed Reel, 

e the throng foe this day your ſury ſeel : 

hou blooming DERMID, of the dark-brown hair, 
U:y1ang, of many ſongs, mine arm be near; 
Follow your father zuſhing to the fight, 
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Fhe ſunbeam bright of battle then we rear, 

The King's broad ſtandard is diſplay'd in air; 

Joy in each hero's kindling breaſt does riſe, 

As ſtreaming to the wind it dreadſul flies; 

Like the blue canopy of night unroll'd 


It ſhone ; above bright ſtudded oer with gold : -= 


Each hero had his ſtandard on the plain 


Wide ſpreading; — each too had his gloomy men. To 
| | Thy 
Behold, thus ſaid the King, how on the fide No 


Of yonder height dark LochLix's bands divide; 
Like broken clouds upon the hill they form, 


Or lofty oaks. half-ſhatter'd by a ſtorm, Ag 
When through the once thick branches we deſcry M 
The face of heav'n, and meteors paſſing by. 8! 
You then, my brave companions oſ the war! I 
What FrxGar orders with attention hear; OR 8 


Each 


Bock IV. r 


Each for himſelf now ſingle with his eye, 


One of thoſe bands that darkly frown fo high, 
Let ev'ry valiant leader of my ſriends 

Face his own troop, as each to war deſcends 
Gainſt which let him exert his {kill and might, 
As if on him depended all the Gght. 

Thus none ſhall *ſcape fre ERIx's fatal ſhore, 


To bound along the waves of InnisTors + 


—— — 2 —y— — 


Thus Loch ix ſhall be cruſh'd on LxNA“s plain : 


No ſhip ſhall from its groves e'er croſs the main. 


Then thus great Gavr : Infigkt the lance I'll ſhake 
Againſt the ſev'n bold chiefs from Laxo's lake; 
My ſword, ſaid Os cas, in the battle's roar, 


Shall meet the gloomy King of Inn13ToRE ; 


Inx1scon's chief ſhall all my fury feel, 


Said valiant Coxxar,' of the heart of ſteel ; 


'T his 
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This day ſhall Mupax's chief, or I, be laid 

On clay- cold earth, the dark-hair'd Dzxmip ſaid: 
My choice, though now ſo weak, and void of ſight, 
Was Tzxman's battling King amidſt the fight ; 

I promis'd, as 2 trophy from the field, 

To carry off the hero's dark-brown ſhield. 

Bleſs'd and victorious be my chiefs, thus ſpoke 

The mighty Fixca, of the mildeſt look; 
SWARAN, thou King of roaring waves ! prepare 


To meet my force in the rude ſhock of war. 


Now as a kundred different winds, that pour 

Their ſtrength through many vales with furious roar, 
The ſons of Moxven, arm'd with ſword and lance, 
Divided, dark, in different bands advance, 

Tow'rds Lo CHLIN'S troops. CROMLA is echoing rouid, 


As mix both hoſts in fight, with direful ſound. 


But 


LY 


V. 


But when we cloſed in the ſtrife of ſteel, 
The many deaths, the ſlaughter, who can tell, 
Of SwaxAx's troops, amidſt the bloody fray ? 
Or how the rage of battle roſe that day? 
We. ſweep before us Lochrix's gloomy ranks; 
Thunckring they fall, like roaring Cona's banks. 
Victorious were our arms oa LENA's heath; 
Each hoſtile leader fled, or ſunk in death. 
Each chief fulfill'd his promiſe ; — Lochrix yields, 
And heaps of ſlaughter'd bodies ſtrew the fields. 

By Bzxanxo's murm'ring ſtream, O lovely maid * 
Often haſt thou, reclin'd at eaſe, been laid; 
There to the breeze has ſigh'd thy flowing hair, 
And oft was ſeen to riſe thy boſom fair, 
White as the ſwan's ſoft down, when ſlow ſhe ſails 


Along the lake, while blow the ſidelong gales : 
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There 
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There haſt thou ſeen the ſun, a ſullen fire, 


Scatte 
Frugal of light, behind his cloud retire ; in che 
The night upon the mountains gath'ring round, But N 
While through the narrow vales, wich bluſt'ring ſound, Now 
Roar'd the unfrequent blaſt ; — the rain beats hard 0 10\ 
At length, and thunder, in loud peals, is heard; Fork 
Along the rocks the lightning glances bright; Let 
On beams of fire thin ſpirits ride through night ; Tye 


The mountain-torrents ruſhing to the plain, 
Roar down the ſteep, and headlong ſeek the main. 
Thus dreadful was the fight, thus loud thi alarms, 
Of mingling hoſts, thou maid of ſnowy arms! 
Daughter of Toscax! why that guſhing tear; 


Why heaves thy breaſt with ſighs, thou mournful fair! 
Let Lochrix's dames give way to gloomy wo; 
They have moſt cauſe ; — for breathleſs, pale, and low, 

Their braveſt warriors chat day preſs'd the plain; 

Gainſt Moxven's race their utmoſt force was vain; 


Scatter'd 
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Scatter'd along the heath, in heaps they fell; 

In their beſt blood we bath'd our glitt'ring ſteel.” 
But Moxven's heroes I behold no more; 

Now blind and ſad, their fate I muſt deplore, 

O lovely maid ! to me give all thy grief : 
Forlorn I am, and hopeleſs of relief: 

Let me have all thy tears, thy burſting ſighs ; 


I've ſeen the tombs of all my friends ariſe, 


By FincaL's hand a warrior preſs'd the field; 
The hero's grief aroſe when he beheld 


A well-known face, though furrow'd o'er with years, 


And rolling in the duſt his hoary hairs ; 

To eit“ ſon he rais'd his languid eyes; 

The King addreſs'd him in words mix'd with ſighs : 
And art thou fall'n by me ! thus Fincar ſaid; 
Thou friend of AcAxDEOcA, hapleſs maid ! 
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O'er her I ſaw thee drop the tender tear; 
Thou ſor her death didſt feel a grief ſincere; 
For her, my firſt of loves ! when pale and low, 
In Sraxxo's bloody halls, I faw thy wo; 

I well remember than a foe didſt prove, 

To thoſe who were the foes of Finca.'s love. 
And haſt thou fall'n in fight by Fix GAL's hand ? 
Requital hard, to AAN DECcA“s friend.! 

Now take whatever Fix GAL can afford, 
Tll-fated chief! untouch'd remain thy ſword, 
Here in the narrow houſe thou ſhalt be laid, 
And to thy. corpſe all honours due be paid. 


The mould' ring. grave, thou aged ULLI, raiſe 


To Marzox's ſon, and let him have his praiſe; 


In Ac Ax DEC cA“'s ſong be heard his name, 
And let her friend, with her, be known to fame. 
Dear to my ſoul was ſhe, the lovely maid ! 


Who in the tomb, on AzDyex's ſhore, is laid, 


— 


From 
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From CromLa's cave the fight Cucnurrix hears, 
The noiſe of troubled war there reach'd his ears; 
Co xx A he calls, his brave, his faithful friend, 
And bids old CAR AIT on his eps attend; 

Then to the mountain's ſide he bends his way, 
And thence the rage of battle does ſurvey : 

The heroes, graceful in their hoary lies; 

| Follow!d the chief, and took their aſpen ſpears; 
They came, and ſaw the battle rolling wide, 
Like crouded waves of ocean's ſwelling tide, 


When from the deep the dark winds furious roar, 


And roll the billows on the ſandy ſhore, 


The bold C Ven vr l ix kindled at the ſight, 
And long'd to mingle in the gloom of fight: 
A ſudden darkneſs gather'd on his brow; 


He fix'd his eyes red - rolling on the foe; 
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Eins father's froord half grafp d is in his hand. Do th 
Eager to ruſh upon the hoſtile band, And 
Thrice he effay'd to plunge in war and blood ; ST RS 
But valiant Connar thrice his friend withſtood, Lou 

- And thrice repreſs'd his rage: — Thou mult not go, Gon 
O chief! he ſaid; Fix GAL ſubdues the foe. Wh 
Seek not to ſhare his fame; — in his dread courſe No 
The foes are ſunk, nor can withſtand his force; Or 


Here overmatch'd in fight in heaps they lie; 


There, ſcatter'd o'er the field, ignobly fly. q 
— Ye 

Then thus the chief: = O CARRIL, from the war, wi 
To greet the King of Moxven be thy care: 0 
When LocxLix's hoſt is routed on the plain, T 
And falls away like torrents after rain 1 
When huſh'd-to peace is the rude din of arms, ; 
h 


And he returns with fame from dire alarms 
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Do thou from CROML4A's ſhady height deſcend, 
And with thy martial ſtrains ſalute my friend ; 


| Sweet in his ear be then thy tuneful lays ; 


Loud let thy voice ariſe in Fixcar's praiſe, 
Give him this ſword, which once great CaiTaBAT wore, 
Which oft in fight was ſtain'd with hoſtile gore; 
No longer am I worthy it to bear, 


Or lift my father's arms in bloody war, 


But, O ye ghoſts that glide round Cromra's height! 
Ye ſhades of chiefs that lately fell in fight ! 


Be ye my ſole companions ; — from the grave 
Oſt be your viſits to dark Tuxa's cave $: 
There let your voices oft dehght my ears | 
There let our converſe be of former wars : 

T here ſhall I live unheeded and unknown, 


No more in battle ſhall I gain renown ;. 
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No more with heroes ſhall I ſtrive ſor fame, 
Nor in the deathful field acquire a name: 
A while I blaz'd a bright and ſhining beam; 
Sudden my glory vaniſh'd like a dream; 

Like miſt driv'n by the wind, it fled away, 
When on the hills appears the morning- ray. 
Let me no more of arms or battles hear; 
ConnaL, departed is my fame in war. 


From this retreat I never more ſhall riſe, 


But here to CRoMLA's wind pour forth my fighs; 


No more I'll mingle with the warrior train, 
Till here my footſteps ceaſe, nor a be ſeen. 
And thou, Bracera ! ſnowy-boſom'd fair, 
My voice returning home no more ſhall hear ; 
Lament me with the dead, thou lonely beaca 3 
Mourn o'er the fall of thy Cucavuiiin's 6 


Vanquiſh'd, he ne'er ſhall touch his native ſhore 5 


Dyxscaicn's high tow'rs he ſhall behold no more. 


End of BOOK IV, 


The ARGUMENT of Book V. 


Cuchullin avd Connal „ill remain on the bill. = Fingal 
and Swaran meet; the combat is deſcribed. — Swaran #s e- 
vercome, bound, and delivered over as a priſoner, to the care 
of Offian, and Gaul the ſon of Morni; while Fingal, his 
younger ſons, and Oſcar, ſtill purſue the enemy, — The e- 
Piſode of Orla, a chief of Lochlin, whs was mortally wound- 
ed in the battle, is introduced. — Fingal, touched with the 
d:ath of Orla, orders the purſuit to be diſcontinued; and 
calling this ſons together, he is infurmed, that Ryno, the 
youngeſt of them, was killed, — He laments his death, hears 
the ſtory of Lamdarg and Gelchoſſa, and returns to the 
7 where he had left Swaran , — Carril, who had been 
fent by Cuchullin to congratzlate Fingal on his victory, 

Vol. II. 5 comes 
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comes in the mean time to Oſſian. — The converſation if 


the two poets cloſes the action of the fourth day. 


Orla, in Gaelic, ſignifies golden hand, or generous, — 
Lambdhearg,' red hand. — Gealchoſſa, white legged. — 
Tuathal, furly. — Ulfadda, eng beard. — Ferchios, th: 


Conqueror of men. — Ullin, ſeems to be a loca! name, — 


Allad, is a druid; he is called the Sen of the Rock, from 
bis dwelling in @ cave. — The circle of ſtones here mentioned 


ene having ſupernatural knowledge, — From theſe draids came 


* 


FIN. 


is the pale of the druidical temple. — He is here confulted ai 


the ridiculous notion of the reality of the ſecond ſight, which | 
revailed in the highlands and iſles, and which as ya is mt 
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Hus groaning from the bottom of his breaſt, 
The troubled hero his dark thoughts card” 

S mean while, from CROMLA's windy fide, 
The chiefs and hoſts ſurveying ſar and wide; 
The ſons of ocean ſpread in flight beheld, 
And Moxven's King. victorious o'er the geld. 
Why thus depreſs'd, thou ruler of the car! 
He faid ; our friends are conq'rors in the war: 
Lo! mighty FIX GAL routs th invading foe ; 
Why do'ſt thou thus indulge thy gloomy wo? 

55 N 2 2 
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Oft haſt thou ſhone the terror of the plain; 

In deathful fields oft didſt thou glory gain; 
Renown has follow'd thy victorious path, 

And many foes thy ſteel has iretch'd in death, 

Oft has BRAGELA's boſom heav'd with ſighs, 
Big-rolling tears of joy from her blue eyes 

Have atten ſtream'd, when from th' embattl'd plain 
She met thee victor, midſt thy valiant train; 


Oft has ſhe thus triumphant met her lord 


From toils of war return'd, with blood - ſtain'd ſword, | 


When flaughter'd foes in e beſtrew'd the land, 
Sent to the ſilent tomb by thy dread hand; 

Then has ſhe heard with rapture and delight, 
The bards rehearſe thy matchleſs deeds m fight. 


But Fix GAL riſes in his kindled ire 
He moves below, a pillar bright of fire: 


4 


Nought 
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| Nought can withſtand him in his furious courſe; 


Like LuBaR's roaring ſtream he rolls his force; 
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Like Cao, wind he ſweeps the ranks of fight, 


f 


Which branchy woods o'erturns through ſtormy night. 


O Fix GAL! greatly to be envied they 
In peace and war who own thy gentle ſway: 
Thou fight'& thy people's battles ; — ſafe from harm 
They ſtand, beneath the ſhadow of thy arm: 
Thy valour brings thi happlech and eaſe, 
| Wiſe are thy counſels in the days of peace: 
Thou ſpeakeſt, and thy thouſands glad obey ; 
No dangers awe them when. thou lead'ſt the way. 
Lawleſs uſurpers thy fierce fury feel; 
Whole armies tremble at thy ſounding ſteel. 
Chief of the lonely iſle ! how happy they, 


In peace and war who own thy gentle ſway be 
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But who before the lines, with thund'ring courſe, 
Advances dark, exulting in his force, 
To meet great FinGAL in the ſhock of aght 5 
Tis Sraxxo's fon that ruſhes on my fight, 


Now in cloſe combat, lo! the chiefs engage, 


As when a ſtorm on ocean ſpends its rage; 
When two dark ſpirits meeting in che {ky, , 
From diſtant corners, *gainſt each other vie, 

With force oppos'd they laſh the troubled ſea ; 

The world of waters feels a doubtful ſway; 

This way and that it rolls the foaming tide; 

The woods and hills are ſhook on either ſide: 

The hunter hears from far the wild uproar, 

And ſees the billows laſhing AxDVEx 's ſhore. 


: Thus Coxx AlL ſpoke from CRouLA's ſtormy height, 
While, midſt their falling people, ruſh'd to fight 
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The mighty combatants; — in ſilent gaze 
Both armies ſtand, and view them with amaze, 
To cloſer fight, when near the heroes drew, 
Horrid the look which each at t'other threw, 
How dreadful to behold the Kings engage, 


In the rude ſhock, with more than mortal rage 


There was the clang of arms ! there ev'ry blow, 
Loud and tremendous, fell upon the foe : 

As when a hundred hammers throag rebound 
From the red hiſſing ſteel, with direful ſound; 
The ſtorm of ſtrokes ſo thick on either ſide 

Is mutual dealt; —the field re-echoes wide. 
Each hero's dark. brown ſhield is cleft in twain ; 


From their hard helms their ſwords fly o'er the plain 


In ſhining fragments ; — down the hilts they throw — 
Each ruſh'd at once to graſp his manly foe : 
Their ſmewy arms around each other bend; 


Their planted feet below they wide extend : 


They 
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They ſtretch, they ſtrain, they turn from ſide to ſide. 
But when their ſtrength aroſe in all "A pride, 
'They pant, they tug, they beat the lab'ring ground 
With their ſtrong heels ;— the hills are trembling 
round; 
Rocks with the ſhock come tumbling from on high ; 


Green-headed woods o'erturn'd in ruins lie, 


The ſtrength of Swaran fail'd — he preſs'd the 


ground, — 

O'erpowr'd at length, the King of groves is bound. 
His hoſt behold him fall ; 104 ſeiz'd with fear, 
Pale they diſperſe, nor farther urge the war. 


Thus have I ſeen on Coxa's ſounding ſhore, 
{But Cona's lovely vale I ſee no more) ; 
Thus have I ſeen, when rivers ſwell'd with rain, 


Roar'd through the deſert, and o'erſpread the plain, 


Two 
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Two dark hills floating on the foaming tide, 

Torn from their place; they turn from ſide to ſide, 
Borne by the ruſhing ſtream; now far, now nigh, 
Their tall oaks waving, often meet on high ; 

At length they fink together in the flood, 

And fall at once with all their rocks and wood 5 

ä Along their ſides the ſtream its fury pours, 


And the red ruin covers all the ſhores. 


Then to his hoſt great Fix AL thus began: 
Lo! mighty SwaRAx, bound upon the plain, 
I now commit 28 your gen' rous care; 
Guard him, my friends, and baniſh his deſpair; 
Here he lies vanquiſh'd by the chance of war: 4 
His martial proweſs you have all beheld ; 
Strong as his thouſand waves he ſweeps the field; 
His hand is taught to battle, and his fame 
Equals th' illuſtrious race from which he came. 
Vor. II.  Q- Firſt 
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Firſt of my heroes, Gaui! do thou attend 
The King, and comfort Acanvzcca's friend; 
Thou tuneful Oss ia! too, be nigh the chief, 
And ſtrive to raiſe to joy the warrior's grief. 
The truly brave are they alone who know, 
When conquer'd, then to chear a worthy foe, 
But, Oscar! Fit k An ! of the dark - brown hair, 
And Rrno ! riſing ſunbeam of the war ! 

My younger ſons, with all your ſpeed now go, 
O'er the dark heath purſue the flying foe. 

Haſte ! end the toils of this auſpicious day; 

Let none eſcape who yield not to our ſway 3 


So ſhall no ſhip again from IxxIS TORE, 


Bound o'er the rolling waves to ULLin's ſhore, 


The youthful heroes, quick as lightning, flew 


O'er Lexg4's heath, to chaſe the hoſtile crew: 
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The King flow follow'd, as a cloud on high 
With thunder charg'd, glides calmly o'er the ſky ; 
Dark -hov'ring it o'erſhades the ſilent plain, 


When ſultry ſummer o'er the world does reign, 


Thus as he mov'd, all dreadful to the view, 


'Tow'rds one of Locurix' s chiefs the hero drew; 


When ocean's ſon he ſaw, thus FixGAL ſpoke : 
Who there appears, a cloud upon that rock, 
-Faſt by the roaring ſtream, and tries his force 
In vain, nor can bound o'er its foaming courſe ? 
et ſtately is the chief; his boſly ſhield 

Aloft he bears, high-blazing o'er the field: 

A tree amidſt the deſert is his ſpear ; 
Well {killd he ſeems in feats of bloody war. 
Youth of the dark-brown hair ! ſay, art of thoſe 
That fight for Coxmac, or of Fixcar's ſoes ? 
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The youth replies, I am of Locazin's throng : L. 
My arm, amidſt the rage of fight, 1s tirong ; | 1 
My late eſpouſed bride at home ſhall mourn M 

Her abſent Ox.a who will ne'er return. | 1 


To whom the King: = Or does the hero yield, 
Or try the force ef MoRVEx on the field? 1 
*Gainſt me foes Sd are with conqueſt crown'd, 5 
But in the hall my friends are far renown'd, ND 
Then follow me, brave youth! be Finca's friend; 
So better fortune ſhall thy worth attend, 
Son of the wave, partake my feaſt of ſhells, 
And ſhare the joys of heroes in my halls ; 
Through Moxven's deſert chaſe the.nimble deer, 
And with my ſons go forth to gloomy war, 


No, faid the youth; thy proffers I diſdain.; 
My arms and ftrength ſhall with the weak remain; 


LocaLlin 
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LocaLiN Ill not forſake, though forc'd to yield ; 

I aid the feeble on the deathful field: 

My ſword has ever been unmatch'd in fight. — 

Yield, King of Mozven ! vain thy boaſted might. 


Then Fix AL thus: — Know, chief, J never yield; 


My arm is us'd to conqueſt on the field: 

With thee I fight not; — but if thou muſt ſhow 
Thy rest now draw thy ſword, and chuſe thy foe. 
Many the heroes, OrLa ! in my train, 


To match thy ſtrength, and fight thee on the plain, 


And does the King, in ſcorn, decline the war? 
(Thus blooming Ora of the dark-brown hair), 
Fixcar, thou meet'ſt one worthy of thy arms, 

To combat born, and bred amidſt alarms, 
Deſpiſe me not; with thee I mean to fight, 
To prove thy valour, thy unconquer'd might: 


None 
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None of thy race ſhall OxLA's proweſs know; 


Fix GAL alone I challenge as my foe. 


>. 
W 


But if thy force unable to withſtand, t:. 
I fall oerpowr'd, beneath thy mighty hand; % 


If in this fatal ſtruggle I'm o'erthrown, 

And that my death increaſes thy renown, 

(Aa rho ſo brave but muſt ſubmit to fate? 

The greateſt warriors periſh ſoon or late); 
Then raiſe my tomb, O King! amidſt the ſlain, 
Diſtinguiſh'd high on Lexa's bloody plain; 
When theſe cold lifeleſs limbs within the grave 
Are laid, this ſword ſend o'er the dark-blue wave, 
To OxTA's mournful ſpouſe ; — the lovely fair 
Will bleſs the hand that ſends it from afar : 
When ſhe fits lonely in-the ſilent hall, 

And ſees it hung 'on high, her tears ſhall fall; 
Graceful in wo, ſhe'll ſhew it to her ſon, . 
And talk of trophies which his father won. 


Thus 
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Thus kindling in his ſoul the love of fame, 

My ſon's may yet tranſcend his father's name; 

80 when i in riper years ſhe ſends him forth 

Againſt the foe, ſtill mindful of my worth, 


From my example ſhall he learn the war, 


In camps to ſuffer, and in fields to dare. 


Youth of the mouraful tale! thus Fincar ſaid, 
My ſoul is mov'd; * o'er thee theſe tears are ſhed, 
Valour from death's cold hand can't ſave the brave, 
Nor reſcue patriot virtue from the grave: 


To- day the warrior is with conqueſt crown'd, 


To-morrow ſees him breathleſs on the ground; 


No more he mingles in the dire alarms ; 
Uſeleſs within his halls are ſeen his arms. 


Now, believe me, youth, unwillingly I raiſe 


Gainſt thee my {word ; —but thou ſhalt have thy praiſe. 


On 
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On LENA's heath ſhall OxLA's tomb ariſe. 

Thy ſpouſe, white-boſom'd, ſhall, with ſtreaming eyes, 
| Behold thy arms, and bloodſtain'd ſword reſtor'd. 

No more thou. aſk'ſt, nor more can I afford, 

Her griefs, when huſh'd, ſhe may in triumph tell, 


None ever dy'd too ſoon who bravely fell. 


He ſaid: — And now the chiefs for fight addreſt, 
While void of rage or hatred was each breaſt: 
But OxLA's arm was feeble in the fray; 

T he ſword of FIx GAL, with reſiſtleſs ſway 
Deſcending, cleft his ſounding ſhield in twain ;. 

It fell divided, glitt'ring o'er the plain, 

As ſhines the moon along the ſky of night; 

FIN GAL no farther urg'd th' unequal fight.. 


| Whom Oxr4, ſinking, in theſe words addreſs'd: 
Now take thy ſword, O King ! and pierce this breaſt, 
Wounded 


j 
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Wounded and weary, from the toils of war, 

My friends diſpers'd, alone had left me here: 

To vie with thee was never my deſign; 

Too weak my arm, I ſought to fall by thine : 

For this it was I fought thee on the heath, 

That glory might attend me in my death; 
Reſolv'd my laſt of 1 fame to ſpend, 

And crown my k actions with a noble end. 

Then give me Jeath 1 'tis ORLA's ſole demand 3 
Renown'd T'll die by thy reſiltleſs hand: 


On ſtreamy Lopa's banks, my love {hall hear 


The killing news, how OzrL a fell in war, 


As through the wood the lonely mourner ſtrays, 


And the cool breeze through quiv'ring branches plays. 


To me, the King reply'd, thy pray'r is vain; 
No proſtrate foe was e'er by Fix GAL lain; 
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No wound ſhall OxLA from my hand receive; 
T he life thou mean'ſt to loſe, I wiſh to ſave; 
Still may'ſt thou, gen'rous youth! obtain a name, 
By glorious actions in the field of ſame. 
Then live; — and now, eſcap'd from war's alarms, 
Haſte thee to bleſs thy ſpouſe's longing arms ; 
Return to Loda's banks, where thy lov'd fair 
Remains in ſolitude and dark deſpair 
There ſhew thylelf to her defiring eyes; 
For thee her ſnowy kaſi heaves with fighs : 
| Go calm her grieſs, compoſe her troubled breaſt; 
Thy wounds ſhe'll heal, and lull thy pains to reft, 
Pity, if yet he lives, thy father's cares; 
Pity his tott'ring frame, his hoary hairs: 
Think now thou ſee'ſt him, blind perhaps with age, 
Bewail thy loſs; — haſte, and his griefs aſſuage: 
With what warm tranſports will his heart rejoice, 
When in the ſounding hall he hears thy 2 ? 

| | The 


he 
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The ſightleſs hero, riſing with a bound, 


For thee will ſpread his ſearching hands around; 


Nor think that thou haſt ev'ry danger paſt, 
Till in his fond embrace he holds thee faſt. 


O King ! the youth of Loba chan replies, 
Vain thy advice; — QzLa can never riſe, 
No more ſhall I my aged fire embrace, 
Nor ck Sed ſpouſe, adorn'd with ev ry grace. 
FincaL ! thou ſee'ſt me die on Lena's heath; 
Let foreign bards now ſing of OxLa's death: 


My knees no more my trembling weight ſuſtain 


1 faint with blood effas'd from ev'ry vein : 


By thee I thought to fall in noble rife; 


Now nothing can with-hold my fleeting life; 


Deep in my fide this belt conceals from ſight 
The deadly wound which I receiv'd in fight, 
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Now to the winds I give it - — raiſe my tomb, 


And tell my friends I bravely met my doom. 


This ſaid, with all his ſtrength the belt he tore; 


From his fair ſide forth guſh'd the ſpouting gore: 


Short time he ſtruggl'd in the pangs of death, 

Then lay in blood, all pale on Lexa's heath, 

Th' expiring youth with pity 8 eyes, 

And, bending over him, aloud he cries, 
Hither, my younger ſons, with ſpeed repair : 

FiLLAN and Os cAR, let it be your care, 

In memory of OxL A, here to raiſe | 

A lofty tomb, and let him have his praiſe, 

1 aſk no ſpoils, no triumph from the fight; 

Here FIx AL does not claim a conq'ror's right. 


Here let the dark-hair'd hero's corſe remain, 


With honours due, far from his native plain; 


Here 


1 
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Here let him reſt within the narrow houſe, 

From Lopa diſtant, aud his much-lov'd ſpouſe. 

A feeble race his bow at 1 ſhall ſpy, 

Its ſtubborn horns to bend in vain they try: 

His faithful dogs now mourn their maſter loſt, 
And with loud howlings fill the neighb'ring coaſt: 
His boars now roam at large through Lopa's wood, 
Nor longer dread the hand that ſhed their blood, 
Fall'n is the arm of battle! ruthleſ, death 

Its force unnerv'd on Lzna's fatal heath. 

His mould'ring tomb to future times ſhall ſhow, 
Where lies the mighty, and the brave how low. 
The valiant for his early fate ſhall mourn, 


And ſympathetic tears ſhed o'er his urn. by 


And now, my friends, ſince Lochlix quits the field, 


Its braveſt heroes fall'n, its courage quell'd ; 


Since 
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Since kill'd, or ſcatter'd, by your matchleſs might, 
Its troops no more dare tempt the bloody fight : 
Since hope itſelf now fails our tim'rous foes, 


"Tis time to ſheath the ſword, and ſeek repoſe, 


Then, warriors, ſound the horn, exalt the voice, 


And let the ſons of Mozvzx's King rejoice, 
Let's go where SWARAN, to dark prief a prey. 
Remains, and ſend the night on ſong away $ 
Inſulting foes in us he ſhall not find ; 

Be it our care to ſoothe his gloomy mind. 

0 FiLLANn ! Oscar! Ryno ! all my train 
Let's haſte to ſeek the King o'er Lzxa's plain, 
But where is Rxxo, that young ſon of fame ? 
This day he merited a deathleſs name ; 

He fill Was foremoſt in the 3 of war, 


Nor was he laſt his father's voice to hear. 


Through 


The ſhade of Ryno glides along the ſky ; 
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Through all the bands a boding murmur ran, 


Tin hoary ULLI, firſt of bards, began. 


Now with his fathers awful forms on high, 


He mounts the clouds with TRATHAL, King of ſhields, of 
And mighty TRENMOR, fam'd in deathful fields; 
But pale and low, amidſt a weeping train, 


His breathleſs body lies on Lexa's plain. 


Then is the ſwifteſt in the race fall'n low, | 
( 
(Thus Fincar ſaid), the firſt to bend the bow; | 


Fall'n ere his prime; to me thou ſcarce waſt known, 


Ah! my young Ryxo ! art thou loſt ſo ſoon ? 
Thou ſhou'dit have dy'd hereafter — tears will ſtart, 


To eaſe, when anguiſh rends, the nobleſt heart. | 


But huſh, my grief! — O thou ! who low art laid, 
May death its ſofteſt ſlumbers round thee ſpread, 


Not 
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Not long, O Ryxo ! ſhall I mourn for thee ; 


The father ſoon his much- lov'd ſon ſhall ſee. 
Soon ſhall ye wiſh to hear my voice in vain ; 
Soon ſhall my footſteps ceaſe upon the plain: 


Gray ſtones, to future times, my name ſhall bear, 


| And bards {hall tell of FI x GAL's deeds in war, 


But low, indeed, my graceful Rxxo lies; 
No monuments to tell his actions riſe : 


Early cut off in his career to fame, 


He lies unhonour'd, and without a name. 


ULLin, ſtrike thou the harp in Ryxo's praiſe, 


Tell what he wou'd have been in future days; 


Tell how he fell amidſt th' embattl'd plain, 


Cover'd with wounds, and for his country ſlain. 


And, now, adieu! thou firſt in ev'ry field ; 


Thy youthful hand no more the dart ſhall wield; 


No 
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No more ſhall I direct thee in the fray, 
Nor ſhalt thou follow where I lead the way; 
No more do I behold my boaſt in war: 


Farewell, O thou that lately waſt ſo fair. 


Sighing he ſaid, while on his cheek the tear 


Was ſeen ; — for dreadful was his ſon in war: 
Through hoſtile ranks reſiſtleſs was his ire, 
As on the hill by night a beam of fire : 

Sunk in its courſe the lofty woods are found; 


The lonely trav'ler trembles at the ſound,  . 


But gen'rous Finca ! lifting up his eyes, 
Beholds, not far, a dark green tomb ariſe; . 


Then thus began: What mighty ſon of fame 


Reſts here ? ſay, warriors, if ye know his name ? 
Four ſtones, with moſs- grown heads, upon the heath 
0 Appear, an mark the narrow houſe of death. 
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Lay RyNo near it in the ſilent grave; 

So may he be the neighbour of the brave. 
Perhaps ſome warrior, far renown'd, lies here, 
To fly on clouds with RxNO through the air. 
O ULLin ! raiſe the ſongs of other years; 
Tell how the vahant fell in formers wars; 
To mem'ry bring the dwellers of the tomb, 
Whoſe deeds may reach to ac yet to come, 
If here the brave are number'd with the dead, 
Here alſo ſhall my Ryno's corſe be laid; 
Here ſhall he-lie, here reſt his lov'd remains, 


Far from his friends, on Lexa's fatal plains, 


He ſaid, — And thus the tuneful bard replies: 
The tomb, O King! which here chou ſee' t ariſe, 
Does in its womb the honour'd duſt contain, 


Of chiefs the boldeſt of the martial train. 


Silent 
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Silent the mighty LAaMHDHERG here is laid; 
ULLiN the brave here reſts among the dead; 
Heroes far - fam'd of old in many a field; 

None more renown'd: to death's dark pow'r could yield. 
And who, ſoft-ſmiling from ker cloud, diſplays 
Her face of love, the pride of former days ? 

O firſt of CRomLa's daughters! why ſo pale? 
Say, with the foes in battle do'ſt thou dwell ? 

O ſay, GELCHOSSA, ſnowy-boſom'd fair 
Daughter of gen'rous TuaTHAL, great in war! 
Sleep'ſt thou with thoſe who fell on Lzxa's heath, 


Who ſtrove for thee, and here reſign'd their breath? 


The love of thouſands was the peerleſs dame; 
To TuvaTrar's dwellings many warriors came : 
Each boaſts his birth and mighty deeds in arms; 


Each urg'd his love, and ſought to win her charms ; 


Q 2 But 
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But LAunͥůͥã8‚ ENG was her love; on him her fight. 
GELCHOsSSA fix' d, with rapture and delight. 
With ſecret joy the fair wou'd often hear 


His words ſoft-breaking on her raviſh'd ear: 


From all at length he wins the lovely prize, 


And to his halls with TuArRHAL's daughter hies. 


One fatal day, returning from the plain, 
Laden with ſpoils of foes in battle ſlain, | 
LAMHDHERG impatient comes, with haſty ſtride, 
To SELMA's moſſy tow'rs, where dwelt his bride : 
As he approach'd, his buckler dark he ſtruck; 


Silence was there; —amaz'd ! the hero ſpoke. 


Where is GzL.cyoss8a ? — O come forth, my love 
She hears me not ; — ah ! whither could ſhe rove ? 


I left her here in SzLma's moſſy tow'rs, 


When gainſt Ulrappa I led forth my pow'rs. 


Parting, 
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Parting, ſhe ſaid, while ſorrow veil'd her charms, 
O whither art thou going from my arms ? 

If ray thou canſt not, LAHDHER G! foon return ; 
Till that bleſt hour, here I alone ſhall mourn. 
But why on certain danger do'ſt thou run? 

Ah! ftay my love, the fatal conflict ſhun, 

Then roſe her white breaſt with a lab'ring ſigh, 
And the big tear ſtood trembling in her eye, 
But now ſhe event me not, return'd from toils, 
To ſooth my ſoul, and bleſs me 2 her ſmiles. 
Why comes ſhe not array'd in all her charms ? 
Why flies ſhe not to my impatient arms ? 

Ah me! my heart forebodes ſome fatal change 
Through my once joyful hall in vain I range : 

A {till and gloomy filence reigns around, 

No noiſe I hear, no bard with tuneful ſound . 
Ev'n faithful Baan, for joy, ſhakes not his chain, 


Nor greets his maſter from th' enſanguin'd plain, 


Where 
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Where is GrLchossA? LAunDHERG calls thee, love 


Daughter of TuaTHarL ! whither do'it thou rove ? 


Then thus FERCHIOs, the gen'rous AlDOx's fon: 
To CromLa's height the fair perchance is gone; 
There with her maids the bends th' unerring bow, 


Agai.ſt the flying deer, or bounding roe, 


Ah no! FErcnios, he ſaid, on CRomLa's height, 

No noiſe I hear, no hunters meet my fight; 
No ſound from Lzna's woods invades my ear, 
No panting: dogs purſue the flying deer; 
My ſearching eyes I throw around in vain, 
To find my love GELcrossa, and her train, 
I ſee them not upon the mountain's brow, 
Nor hear them on the woody plain below. 
Oh ! let me once again behold the fair ; 

Haſte, friends! her LAnDRHEROG to GELCRHOSs A bear. 
Ah! 


T. 
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And CronLa with its ſetting rays is bright? 


_ Haſte then, Fzrcnios ; and let him ſtraight declare, 


Ah! where ſhall I my lot Gzr.cnossA find ? 
When lee her dark hair waving in the wind? 
When ſhall ſhe to my longing view ariſe, 

Fair as the moon, full orb'd, adorns the {kies, 


When from the weſt it gilds the filent night, 


With all thy ſpeed, Fercnios, go ſeek the ſage, 
The rev'rend ALLAaD, with the locks of age; 
Who, bove the common rate of mortals wiſe, 
All things beholds with comprehenſive eyes 
Events paſt, preſent, and to come, he tells ; 


Not far within the rocky cave he dwells, 
Whate'er he knows of my GeLcnossA fair. 


The ſon of Alpon found the hoary ſage, 


And in theſe words addreſs'd the ear of age : 


ALLAD, 
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ALLAaD, who dwell'ſt in this retir'd abode, 
Who trembleſt here alone, beneath a load 

Of many years, experienc'd ſage ! reveal 
Whate'er-of loit GzLcyossa thou canſt tell; 
Say, if thine eyes have aught of late ſurvey'd, 


How far remote, and whither has ſhe ftray'd ? 


Then venerable ALL ap thus begun : 
I ſaw fierce ULLin, CairBar's;warlike ſon, 
Dark as a cloud from Crom a's height he bent 
His courſe; — his arms reſounded as he went. 
Like blaſts through leafleſs trees, a ſurly ſong 
He humm'd, and tour'd with havghty ſteps along ; 
As on he mov'd his figure ſeem'd on flame 
To gern“ ſounding halls he boaſting came. 


Lau DP HERO, ſaid he; moſt terrible of men! 


Or yield to me, or fight me on the plain. 


Thus 


Thus far I've come to dare thy utmoſt might; 
Haſte, let's decide whoſe arm's beſt {kill'd in fight. 
LamaDHERG, reply'd GEL CH 9564. is not here; 
Againſt ULranDa he's gone forth to war 
But LamHDYHERG never yields, thou firſt of men ! 
When he returns he'll meet thee. on the plain. 
Whatever chance befals on either ſide, 
From thee he will not fly, thou fon of pride! 
And if ] deem aright, thou foon {halt know, 


That here thou haſt deſy!d no common toe. 


Dark Urin on CELCH@SSA 6x'd his eyes, 
And, gazing, all enraptur'd, thus he cries : 
O firſt of women! bleſt with ev'ry grace, 
Thou lovely branch of TuarHar's noble race! 
No longer here in SLM mud thou ſtay; 


I 


To Cairzar's lofty balis I'll thee convey : 
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The brave alone ate worthy of thy charms ; 

1 mean to win thee by the force of arms. 

Three days on G LA in arms remain, 
Waiting the ſhock of LA HDHERV on the plain; 
JF on the fourth that ſon of battle flies, 


*GELCHOSSA'S mine, I carry off the prize. 


Theſe tidings to Weich old Al L AD gave.— 
Now peaceful be his dreams within his cave, 
Said gallant Lan HDHERG ; ſound my horn of war | 
Aloud, that ULuiN may from CROMLA hear, 
wh then from moſs grown 1 climbs the height, 
find, like a roaring ſtorm, demands the fight. 
The chief before him ſent his dreadful voice, 
Like ruſhing ſtreams that fall with hollow noiie; 
Humming a furly ſong, as up th' aſcent, 
With mighty ſtrides, his furious courſe he bent: 


The 


And ſeem'd on high a dark and changeful cloud ; 


The rocky fragment headlong thunders down: 


Ten ſmokes, repuls'd, and fuceps along the groundi 


Fierce ULLix hears, and knows the ſign of war; 
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The topmoſt ſummit gain'd, a while he ſtood, 


With wrath he foams, with fire his eye-balls glow, 
As CaIRBAR's tow'ring halls he views below. 


'Fhen bending low, he rolls a huge round ſtone ; 


The dome it ſtrikes with one impetuous bound, 


With joy he hears, and graſps his father's ſpear: 

O'er his dark checks a bright'ning ſmile was ſpread,, 

As by his ſide he plac'd his glitt'ring blade; 

His poliſh's dagger in his hand ſhone bright: 

'Fhus,, whiſtling as he went, he ruſh'd to — 
GzLlcnossa ſaw, as ſilent ſortli he mov'd;. 


In ſounding arms, againſt the man ſhe loy'd; 


R * 


132 F I N G A L. BookV: 


She mark'd his ſpeed, ſhe ſaw him bent on fight; 
And, like a wreath of nit, aſcend the height. 


Silent in tears ſhe ſtruck her heaving breaſt. 


To CairBar, hoary chief of ſhells, -ſhe came, 
And thus, diſſembling, ſpoke the white · arm'd dame: 
The dark- brown deer I ſee on C Os ken, . 
'Gainit them I go to bend the crooked bow, 

W ich winged haſte the ſair then gains the height. 
In vain ; — the gloomy chiefs are clos'd in fight. 

But why ta thee, 0 FinGAL ! ſhou'd J tell 
How wrathſal heroes fight? — fierce ULLI ſell, 


To TvarTraL's bluſking daughter LamnpnERG came; 


But pale and wounded he approach'd the dame. 


* 
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Wh 
She fear'd for LAH⁰ RG, and, with grief oppreſs'd, 


What 
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What blood, my love ? the ſoft-hair'd woman cry'd ? 


What blood ſtreams here along my warrior's ſide? 


To whom the chief, with falt'ring words and flow: :: 
Thow-ſee'ſt the blood of Lamupnzzc's deadly foe ;. 
'Tis ULL1n's-blood ;*—he fell beneath my might, 

O fairer than the ſnow-on- Cr omL A's height ! 
Thy tender cares may yet with hold my life; 
Weary and ſpent I quit the bloody ariſe, 

A little while, GeLcrossa, let me reſt; 

And lull my cares upon thy ſnowy breaſt; 

Thy chearing talk may lay my raging ſmart ;. 
Thy heav'nly ſmiles may fortify my heart : 
When in thy arms, the blood may ceaſe to flow, 
The wounds to torture, and the fleſn to glow, 
Feebly he ſpoke ; and, leaning on her breaſt, 


The mighty Lamupn ERG ſunk to cndleſs reſt, . 


Skep'ſt 
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Sleep'ſt thou ſo ſoon, O chief of CRomra's ſhade! 
And leav'ſt me here alone? ſhe weeping fad. 
Aud do I live? — and do I yet ſurvey 
The hated beams of this unhappy. day ? 

O thou dear hand! that once to mine was-prefs'd; 
The dread of foes, the pledge of love confeſs'd ; 
What art thou now? alas! how chang'd in death? 
And what am that ſtill prolong my breath? 

Q happy envy'd hour! if ſuch my doom, 

That gives us both in death an equal tomb.— 

She could os more; — her grief ev'n tears deny'd; | 
The reſt.in groans her ſtruggling. breaſt ſupply'd. 
Speechleſs ihe gazes round; — again ſhe knows, 
The place, her love; again ſhe vents her woes. 
Three days ſhe mourn'd beſide 10 LAMAaDHERG FREY 
Upon the fourth her gentle ſpirit fled, 


'The hunters found the warriors as how lays. 


Fr om each cold corpſe they waſh the gore away. 


Near 
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Near them the brenchleſm daimſul chey beheld,” 
And wept the fortune of ſo dire a field. 

Their bodies to this moſs grown tomb they bear, 
And here incloſe them all with duteous care. 


This tomb, O King! does noble duſt contain; 


lere with the brave thy Ryxo may remain. 


And here my ſon ſhall reſt, the King reply'd; 
Their fame I've heard; —*tis ſcatter'd far and wide 
Fil LAx, and Fercus, let it be your care, 

To bring the pale, the breathleſs, OxLA here, 
The gallant youth of T:opa's ſounding ſtream, 

| Too carly ſtopp'd in his career to fame. 
„Here with pe No, 8 with the dead, + 
Let the young hero's duſt a earth be laid, 

Thus ſhall my fon a fit companion have, 


Within the ſilent manſions of the grave: 


Both 
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Both brave, both fall'n by an untimely doom, Fi 
And now both partners in the ſame dark tomb. A 
Ye maids of Loba, raiſe the plaintive ſtrain ; \ 
Daughters of Moxvexn, mourn-your RxyNo ſlain, I 
Each blooming hero flouriſh'd fair to ſight ; 7 
Each mild in peace, each dauntleſs in the fight. Li 
Like two tall oaks, when from the mountain tora, 
That ſhew'd of late their leafy heads unſhorn, : 
Now in the deſert; o'er a ſtream declin'd, 
Their branchy honours withering in the wind, 
They lie, —T'hus ſeem the youths abe ſlain; 
Thus pale they lie on LEexa's fatal plain. 
Oscar, attend bowie} before thine eyes, 
How graceful in the duſt the warrior lies: 
"Theſe two have fall'n amid the field of fame, 
And left behind a great and laſting name. 


oN 


e N NN GA 137 


For he alone a laſting name can raiſe, 


And crown his early years with martial praiſe, 
Who, neither raſh, nor cold, to honour's charms, 
Ready appears when glory calls to arms; 

Who, in the front of battle, ſtands unmov'd, 
The bulwark of the country which he lov'd: 
When danger hens; who is {till the ſame; 
Unchang'd his colour, undiſturb'd his frame 3 
Cotapos'd his thought, determin'd is his eye, 
And fix'd his ſoul to conquer or to die: 

Mid ſtruggling hoſts, twill be his brave delight, 
T'oppoſe his boſom where the foremoſt fight: 
His great example ſhall the reſt inſpire, 

To emulate che deeds they all admire. 

And ſhou'd he fall, whatever wounds he bore, 
Wou'd all be honeſt found, and all before. 


Os cax ! be thou like theſe on earth renown'd 5; 


Let thy brave acts by tuneful bards be crown'd; 
Vor. II. 8 B 


Such is the bed condition of our birth : 
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Be ready gainſt each ſoe grim war to wage, 

And riſe the boaſt of this, and ev'ry age, 

Their youthful forms were dreadful in the fray 
Their looks alone ſtruck terror and diſmay: 

But calm was Rxxo in the days of peace, 

As the ſmooth ſea unrufff'd by the breeze; 

Fair as the ſhow'ry bow from far is ſeen 

On the oo ſtream, when clouds o'erhang the plain; 


When the ſun's parting ray gilds all around. 


And filence on the hill of deer is found. 


O Rrxo ! bootleſs now to mourn thy death, 


Reſt here, my youngeſt ſon, on LzNA's heath, 
We too ſhall be no more z— the time muſt come, 
And ſoon, that we ſhall fink into the tomb, 


Fix'd is the term for all the race of earth; 


No force can then reſiſt, no flight can ſave; 


All ſink alike, the fearful and the brave, 


* o 
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Thou haſt but fall'n before us; for one day, 


Perhaps not far, we tread the ſame dark way. 


Such was thy grief, O King! above thy ſon. | 
What muſt be mine ? for thou thyſelf art gone, 
On Cox I no longer hear thy voice; 

In thy lov'd preſence I no more rejoice, 
Mine eyes perceive thee not; — dark ahd forlorn, | 


Beſide thy tomb I fit, and filent mourn : 


With ſearching hands for it I feel around; 


Then comes the deſert's blaſt, with hollow ſound, 
Soft murm'ring through the graſs : = thy well-known 


voice 


T think it is, and ſtartle at the noiſe; 


But thou, O Fixear ! ruler of the war! 


Art long ſince fall'n aſleep, devoid of care. 


V4 7 | Then 
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Then Gaul and Oss iA ſat with Lochrix's King 


On Lusax's ſoft green banks. —1 touch'd the ſtring A 


To ſooth his ſoul ; — but gloomy was his brow : — 
He roll'd his red eyes on the plain below, 


On LENA“'s heath; — his cheeks were moiſt with tears; 


vw 
. 
V 
He mourn'd his people fall'n in ERIx's wars. D 
| 0 
To .CrxonLa's windy ſide my FO I threw z 1 
There Stmo's gen'rous ſon firſt met my view: y 
With grief his joy was mix'd, when he beheld q 
FinGAL victorious on the well-fought field. ( 
J ſaw him move, with heavy pace and flow, 
; 'Tow'rds Tvura's lonely cave from Cromua's brow ; 
With downcaſt face, as thus he took his way, 
From his blue arms bright flaſl d the ſunny ray. 
On him the valiant CoxxAL does attend; 
In peace and war his ever · faithful friend. 


* 
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Behind the hill the mighty chiefs retire, 
And ſink at once like ſhining beams of fire, 
When winds purſue them o'er the heath through night; 


The woods reſound, and yield a blazing light, 


_s » 


Within the rock, beſide a roaring ſtream, 
Deep lies the cave to which the hero came; 
One tree bends over it with branches wide, 
The ruſhing winds loud echo gainſt its ſide : 
The ſon of So, here to grief a prey, 

The chief of high Dv . inglorious lay. 
Gloomy he ſat ; — his eyes to earth declin'd; 
And various cares revolving in his mind, 


The tear is on his cheek — his faded fame, 


That vaniſh'd lize a miſt, or early dream; 
His late defeat lay lab'ring in his breaſt ; 
And ſorrow, mix'd with ſhame, his ſoul oppreſt. 
Thou fair BxaGELA art not near thy chief, 


To ſcoth his troubled mind, and calm his grief: 


Too 
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Too far remote art thou to chear his ſoul, 

Now mountains riſe, and ſeas between ye roll : 
But let thy bright form to his fancy come; 
Now let him think of her who mourns at home : 
So reaſon, by degrees, may drive away 

The miſts of paſſion, and reſume its ſway ; 

So may the chief again retrieve his fame, 


And, glad, return to DunsCarich's lonely beam. 


Who with the locks of age thus meets my fight !? 
It is the ſon of ſongs from CRomLa's height, 

Hail to thee, hoary bard of other days & 

Hail to thee, CAR RIIL. of the tuneful lays! 

Thuy voice is like the harp in Toni's halls; 
Pleaſant thy words, as the loft ſhow'r that falls 
On dry parch'd fields, when ſultry ſummer reigns, 


And the broad ſun beams hot on brunn. 8 Plains. | 


Nov 
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Now tell us, CARRIL, of the times of old, 


The cauſe, in brief, we beg thee to unfold; 


Why do'ſt thou here thy aged footſteps bend, 


And leave brave 8EMO's ſon, thy gen'rous friend? 


To greet great Fix GAL, victor from the war, 


| Reply'd the hoary bard, thou ſee'ſt me here. 
O Os51ax ! King of ſwords ! fam'd in the field, 


Nor leſs in tuneful numbers art thou ſkill'd; 

To thee the martial ſtrain does beſt belong, 
Thou ruler of the battle and the ſong. | 

Thou may'ſt remember, nor need | relate, 

How ſtrict our friendſhip, of what early date; 
How oft a welcome viſitant I've come, 

And touch'd the harp in Brxanno's loſty dome, 


To lovely EvixALLIx; who with joy, 


While deeds of heroes old my voice employ, 


Attemper' d 
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Attemper'd to the ſtring, drunk in the ſtrain; 
Nor could ſhe oft am tender tears refrain. 

Oft haſt thou join'd, nor ſilent was thy tongue; 
Nor did thy tuneful harp remain unſtrung: 
Thy ſounding firings the fair attentive hears : 
Thy ſweeter lays attract her raviſh'd ears, 


Sometimes, ſoft mingling in th? harmonious noiſe, 


Was heard the mildeſt EVvixALLIx's voice. 

One day, t6 Cormac fall'n, ſhe rais'd the ſtrain, 
Who for her love was kill'd on Lzco's plain; 

I faw, along her cheeks, the big tears flow; 

And, OssiAx, thou waſt ſharer in her wo: 

For him, unhappy chief, her ſoul was mov'd; 

He claim'd her pity ; — thou waſt belt belov'd. 

She s the valiant youth's untimely doom, 

Fall'n for her love, and hurry'd to his tomb: 

Thy happier fate forbade him to be bleſt; 


Each gentler virtue lodg'd within her breaſt: 
Where 
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| Where thouſands charm'd, ſhe {till appear'd moſt fair ; 


What maid with Bzanxo's daughter could compare: 


Touch'd.by the much-lov'd name, I ſtraight refign'd + 


To tender paſſions. all my ſoften'd mind ; 


And to the bard I ſaid, — O! ceaſe to ſing; 


Dumb be thy vice, and mute the tuneful ſtring . 
To ev'ry note my tears reſponſive flow, 

And my big heart heaves with tumultuous Wo. 
Ceaſe then, O bard ! the ſoul- affecting tale; 
Nor the dear object, whom I ſtill bewail, | 

To mem'ry bring: — among the mould'ring dead, 
Long ſince, my ſoftly-bluſhing fair is laid. 

All pale that face, whoſe flighteſt air could move 
My trembling heart, and ſtrike the ſprings of love. 
My pride ! my ſolace! ſmiling nature's boaſt! 


— Loſt to the world, —to me for ever loſt !— 


Vo L, II. T | Now, 
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Now, bard, reſt here, and raiſe ſome ſprightlier lay, 
And ſend the tedious Kours on ſong away : 2 
Pleaſant thy voice falls on our liſt'ning ears, 

As MEER in blooming ſpring the hunter hears, 

Soon as he wakens from his dreams of joy, 

At early dawn, the fragrant breezes ſigh, 

Or liſtens to the ſoft melodious font: | 


Which gholts of bards ſpread o'er the ſilent plain, 


End of B O OK V. 


15 The ARGUMENT of Book VI. 
Night comes on. — Fingal gives a ſeaſt to his army; at 
which Swaran is preſent —The King commands Ullin his 
bard, to give the ſong of peace; a cuſtom always obſerved 
at the end of a war,—Ullin relates the actions of Trenmor, 
.great-grandfather to Fingal, in Lochlin, and his marriage 
with Inibaca, the daughter of a King there, who was an- 
ceſtor to Swaran ; which conſideration, together with his 
being brother to Agandecca, with whom Fingal was in 
love in his youth, induced the King to releaſe him, and per- 
mit him to return, with the remains of his army, into Loch- 
lin, pon his promiſe of never returning to Treland in a ho- 
ſtile 1 night is ſpent in ſittling Swaran's de- 
parture, in ſongs of bardi, and in a converſation, in which 
the ſery of Grumal is introduced 6y Fingal.— Morning 


Ws comes. 
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comes. — Swaran departs.—Fingal goes on a hunting party; 
and finding Cuchullin in the cave of Tura, comforts' him, 
and ſets ſail the next day for Scotland; which concludes the 
Poem. This book opens with the fourth night, and ends with 
the morning ef the ſixth'day,=T he time of five days, Ave 
. nights, and a part of the ſixth day, is taken uþ in the poem.— 
Dye ſtene lies in the heath of Lena, and the mountain Crom- 


la, on the coſt of Ulſter, 


_ Grumal, © fignifies gloomy, or angry brow ; it alſo means 
mid or pale. — Connan, or Coindin, nennt low wrang- 


Ang, or contention, 
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THE clouds of ni ght on CxomLa's dark · brown ſteep 


Now reſt, black ſhades involve the murm'ring deep; 


O'er ULLIx's rolling waves the ſtars ariſe 


Full in the north, and faintly gild the ſkies : 


Now bright they twinkle, now obſcure retire - 


Through flying miſt now ſhew their heads of fire: 


A hollow wind roars in the diſtant wood, 


But dark and ſilent is the field of blood, 


Still to my ears aroſe, on Lexa's plain, 


The ſoft-yoic'd CAR RIL of the tuneſul ſtrain: 
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To deeds of former days his harp was ſtrung» 
Of the companions of our youth he ſung, 

When firſt on LECGo's banks, in BRAxNo's hall, 
We met, and ſent around the joyful ſhell. 

The woods of CROMLA anſwer'd to his voice; 
Its cloudy ſteeps return'd the ſoothing noiſe: 


On high, the ghoſts of thoſe he ſung appear, 


By ruſtling blaſts born through the yielding air; 


They bend with joy, attentive to bis lays, 
And croud to hear the bard reſound their praiſe, 


Bleſt be thy foul, amidſt thy eddying winds, 


'CarriL/! thou firſt of bards, and beſt of friends 


O that through night to Ossiax thou'dſt appear, 


- When in his hall he ſits oppreis'd with care; 


When for his friends his ſilent ſorrows flow, 


Alone, without a part'ner in his wo. 


— 
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And ſometimes do'ſt thou to my hall repair 2 

Thy light hand on my harp I often here, 

Where mute it hangs upon the diſtant wall . 

The feeble ſound re-echoes through the hall, 


But why conceal thyſelf from Oss iAx's eyes? 


| And why, alas! why hear I not thy voice? 
Why do'ſt not ſpeak to me amidſt my grief, 
And to thy friend afford this ſmall relief, 


To tell how long, alone, I thus muſt bear 


A weight of woes, and breathe the vital air? 


| Or ſhall I ſoon my tedious life refign, 


And in the ſkies my valiant kindred join ? 


Heedleſs of me, though thus to grief a prey, 
Silent on clouds thou paſſeſt quick away ; 
Or in thy murm'ring blaſt do'ſt diſappear, 
While thy wind whiſtles in my hoary hair, 


And 
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And now on Mo RA'S. fide, the bands, at reſt, 

Are gather'd round to ſhare the genial feaſt.. 

A thouſand aged oaks, with bright'ning rays, . 
Fann'd by the winds, ſend forth a dreadful blaze; 

The neighb'ring heath reflects the flaming light; 

The beamy ſplendour gilds the face of night. 

The ſtrength of ſhells goes round ;—0'er all joy ſmiles; 
The chiefs reclin'd, refreſh d from all their toils, 


Forgetful of the e of the day, 

In chearful mood now ſend the hours away. 
The King of LocaLix only ſilent ſat, 
Inſenſible to joy, in ſullen ſtate: 


The happy hoſt around he mournful ey'd, 

While lers; redden'd in his looks of pride. 

Oft as to Lena's plain his view he turn'd, 

With ſhame indignant all his boſom burn'd ; 

Rememb'ring how he fell, his late diſgrace 

Swells his big heart, and clouds his gloomy face. 
| | 'Thus 
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Thus ſank in grief great Fix GAL him beheld, 


As he ſat leaning on his father's ſhield : _. 


* 


His hoary locks, toſs'd by the blaſt of night, 
Wav'd graceful, glittering to the beamy light. 
He ſaw the King with heavy cares oppreſs'd; 
And thus, humane, the firſt of bards addrif'd, | 


O ULLix | now begin the chearing lays, 


And ſooth our cares with gentle ſongs of peace : 


In ſprightlieſt trains exalt thy tuneful voice, 


And, after battle, let our ſouls rejoice ; 


Delighted with ſoft muſic's melting charms, 


Let us forget the diſmal noiſe of arms; 


And let a hundred ſounding harps be near, 


To gladden Locnrix's King, and drown his care: 


Lour voices, and your harps, at once employ, 


And let him hence depart, reſtor'd to joy: 
Vol, II. | * Fer 


154 FINGAL Beck VI. 


For SwARAN muſt not ſorrowing from us go, 
Tis my delight to clear the clouded brow ; 
None ever went from Fix GAL fad away, — 


Os can, I meet the brave in bloody fray ; 
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The ſtrong in battle my fierce fury feel, 

And tremble at the lightning of my ſteel ; 

But when the gallant foe, conſtrain'd to yield, 
By chance of war, lies proſtrate on the field, 
'Then does my pity riſe, my rage ſubſide, 

My glitt'ring blade lies peaceful by my ſide. 


Then thus the mouth of ſongs.— In other years 
Young TRENMOR liv'd, far fam'd in former wars; 


Companion of the ſtorm where ocean raves, 
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With ſpeed he bounded o'er the northern waves * 
Till Locnhlix's ſnow-clad hills, that threat the ſkies, 
And murm'ring groves, through miſt the .hero ſpies : 


Straight 


VI. 


it 
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Straight to the rocky land, with fav'ring gales, 
He made, and bound his ſnowy- boſom'd fails. 
With haity ſteps he left the ſounding ſhore, 

And through the foreſt chas'd the foaming boar; 
From his dark den he rous'd his briſtled rage, 

A monſter none before him durſt engages 

Long time he reign 'd the terror of the wood 3 

But TREXMuOR's dart deep drank his vital blood. 


Three chiefs at diſtance, who the deed beheld, 
Upon the ſtranger gaz'd, with wonder fill'd, 
To Locitin's court the joyful news they bear, 
And with aſtoniſhment fill ory ear. 
Each chief to TRENMoR's matchleſs valour pays 
The willing tribute of unenvy'd praiſe : 
They told, how bright in arms the hero ſtood, 
And, paſſin g belief ! aſſay' d the dreary wood; 
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From which the boldeſt warriors, ſtruck with dread, 
By the boar's threat'ning terrors, trembling fled.; 
But fearleſs he, and fill'd with glorious heat, 

Darſt yet explore the monſter's dark retreat; 

A pillar bright of fire, he pierc'd the glade, 

And chas'd him through each indus of the ſhade; 
Preſs'd on, till with his ſpear his heart he found, 


And ſtretch'd the briſtly ſavage on the ground. 


The King of Lochlix then prepares the feaſt, 
And calls the blooming TrtexmoR as his gueſt, 
In GoxmarL's windy tow'rs three e days, 
With regal honours grac'd, the hero ſtays: 


Each day he ſtrove in combat on the plain, 


With Lochrix's chiefs by turns; — none can ſuſtain 


The ſhock of Txexmor on the liſted field; 


Beneath his hand their mightieſt champions yield. 


Then 
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Then through the hall the ſhell of joy went round, 
And ſongs of praiſe to Moxven's King reſound ; 
His fame they ſung, the firſt of mighty men, 


That came to LocxLin o'er the rolling main. 


Now the fourth morn had chas'd the ſhades of night, 
And ting'd the eaftern ſkies with roſy light, 
When roſe the hero; and, without delay, 
Lanch'd _ his bounding fthip into the ſea ; 
Eager to reach again his native land, 
His fails are ſpread ;—but now the winds withſtand. 
The gale, which faintly blew along the flood, 
He hears loud murm'ring in the diſtant wood; 
Impatient, through his ſhrouds to hear it roar, 


He walks alone along the ſea-beat ſhore, 


When, lo! before him ſuddenly appears 


A ſon cf GoRMAL, in the bloom of years; 
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In arms of ſteel array'd, he trod the plain, 

Ruddy his cheek, and lovely was his mien; 

As Moxven's new fall'n ſnow white was his ſkin ; 
No down as yet had fledg'd his tender chin ; 

In beauteous ringlets wav'd his golden hair; 

Ev'n wrath ſeem'd pleaſing in a form fo fair: 
Mildly he rolls his blue aud ſmiling eyes, 

And in theſe words the King of ſwords defies. 


O Txzxmor ! who haſt come far o'er the main, : 
Thou firſt of warriors on the liſted plain ! 
Thou muſt not hence attempt the wat'ry way, 
Ere thou haſt try'd my force in ſingle fray ; 

From many champions thou haſt glory won, 

But haſt not yet o'ercome brave LoxvAL's ſon: 
Then ſtay, O chief ! *gainſt me diſplay thy might; 
My ſword has often met the brave in fight. 

1 4 he 
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The wiſe are they who ſhun my twanging bow; 


In me thou ſhalt engage no common foe. 


Thou fair-hair'd youth ! brave EaENMOR thus re- 
ply'd, | 
With the Grlt bluſt-I croſs the fwelling tide; 
With Loxvar's ſon J will not ſtrive in fight, 
Sunbeam of beauty, weak thy boaſted might ; 
Betake thee hence, and bend thy crooked bow _ 


Againſt the dark-brown hinds on Goxma's brow. 


Hence I depart not; thus the youth replies, 
Till TxExmoRr's ſword becomes my glorious prize: 


Then ſhall brave LoxvAL's ſon obtain a name, 


His heart exult amidſt his ſounding fame. 


Round him who conquer'd thee, the blooming fair 


In crouds ſpall gather, and with ſmiles appear; 
85 c Dekre 
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Deſire and wonder ſparkling in their eyes, 

With ſighs of love ſhall their white breaſts ariſe, 
When J return triumphant from the fray, 

And to their vin thy pond'rons ſpear diſplay; 
Thouſands ſhall ſee it waving in my hand, 


And its bright point far beaming o'er the ſtrand. 


ck cage, mix'd with pity, TREN MOR ey'd 
The youth a while; then warmly thus reply'd : 
Better thou ſhou'dſt thy empty vaunts forbear ; 
Hence thou ſhalt never carry TRENMOR's ſpear : 
Thou but provok'ſt thy doom; = the forceful dart, 
Sent by this arm, ſhall pierce thy boaſtful heart : 
Soon ſhall thy mother rend her hoary hair, 
And fill with loud laments the liquid air, 
When ſhe beholds thee welt'ring in thy gore, 


Stretch'd pale in death on Goxmar's echoing ſhore, 


And 
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And ſees, far diſtant o'er the rolling main, 


His crouded fails by whom her ſon was ſlain. 


To whom the youth, — My arm's not ſtrong with 


years, 
Nor do I mingle in the ſtrife of ſpears ; - 
But with the twanging bow, and feather'd dart, 
I've learn'd to pierce a diſtant warrior's heart. 
I ſee thee cover'd o'er with ſhining, ſteel ; 
Thou mult diveſt thee of that heavy mail; 
Thy weightier arms gainſt me thou well may'ſt ſpare, 
And meet on equal terms thy foe in war. 
I firſt lay down my mail ; — now lanch thy dart, 
And, if thou canſt, O King ! tranſpierce this heart. 


She ſaid; and, ſmiling, dropt her radiant veſt :; 
To Tzexmor's ſight appear'd her heaving breaſt z 
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A virgin fair he ſaw, without diſguiſe; 


'Twas the King's ſiſter ſtruck his wond'ring eyes. 


She had beheld him *midſt the joyful ſhells, 
And loy'd his ruddy face in GoxmarL's halls, 
The youthful hero drops the pointed ſpear, 


Abaſh'd; he ſees, he knows, the blooming fair. 


His cheeks with glowing bluſhes are o'erſpread ; 

Downcaſt his looks, aſide he turns his head ; 

His wrath ſubſides, while ſofter paſſions riſe; 

His love - ſtruck ſoul appears in his moiſt eyes. 
He too had ſeen her lovely to the ſight, 

| And now beheld her like a beam of light, 

That burſts on thoſe who in a cave remain 

Immur'd, when firſt they ſee the ſanny plain - 


'They cannot bear the ſplendour of the {kies, 


But from the dazzling light they bend their aking eyes. 


Chief 


due r il 
Chief of the windy Moxvex ! thus the maid 

Of ſnowy arms to gallant Teznnor ſaid, 

O grant me in thy ſhip myſelf to hide, 

And bear me hence, far o'er the rolling tide, 

From CorLo's love , which I'm conftrain'd to hear, 

Though dreadful as the thunder to mine ear, 

His gloomy ſoul no bright idea charms ; 

His heart the fire of glory never warms ; 

He friendſhip's ſacred tranſports ne'er could prove, 

Nor feel the joys refin'd of tender love. 

I hear his ſordid ſuit with fix'd diſdain; 

Heine and hatred in my breaſt remain. 

Vengeance he vows, fince I his love reject, a 

Fir'd with reſentment at my cold neglet: 5 

Shaking ten thouſand ſpears, he ſpreads alarms, 


And threats, by force, to win me to his arms. 
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To whom the chief. — Fair maid here reſt in peace 


Behind my ſhield, and bid thy terrors ceaſe. 
My heart, O IniB4cA ! knows 10 fear, 
Though armed thouſands all around appear, 
1 never tremble, nor from danger fly; ; 

In thy defence I long my fate to try: 


Fir'd by thy preſence, and by glory's charms, 


Superior might I'll brave, and matchleſs arms, 


This moment let him come, inflam'd with ire; 


From daſtard Coro I.thall not retire. 


Glad ſhall I wait him on the ſounding ſtrand, 15 


And brave his gloomy heart, his vengeful hand; 


And though he brings ten thouſand in his train, 
Their fierceſt ſhock alone I will ſuſtain, 


Three days the hero waited on the ſhore ; 


His hoarſe reſounding horn, with hollow roar, 
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e He ſent abroad, the dreadful ſign of war, 
That Conn o:from his echoing hills might hear: 
But CokLo heard not, nor to battle came 7 
He wou'd not meet the youth of riſing fame: Bs 
Behind his hills he ſtaid, and ſhunn'd the fight; 
He durſt not againſt TREXMeR prove his might. 


Fame of the lovely Ixizaca tells, 
To Lochrix's King, within his tow'ring halls. 
Swift he deſcends to'Gormar's ſounding ſtrand, 


And gives the bluſhing maid to Txznmor's hand, 
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Three days they feaſted on the roaring ſhore; *' © ' 
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Then winds to Mor ven wait the hero o' er; 
She ſaw a land and race unknown before. 


Their friends with joy beheld the happy pair; 
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For beauty ſhe, and he renown'd in war: 
They liv'd the pride and boaſt of former days; 
Their fame ſtill blooms unfaded in their race. 


Thus 
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Thus ſung the tuneful bard; and here he.ceas'd, — 
Then gen'rous Fu AT took the word in haſte ; 
With look ſerene, and ſoothing ſpeech, he ſtrove, 
To chear dark Swaran, and his grief remove. 


| 0 LocarLin's King ! though vanquiſh'd in the fray, 
Why ſittẽſt thou thus to gloomy cares a prey ? 
Valour, thou know'ſt, can't victory ſecure; 

The braveſt yield in-ſome ill-fated hour : 

The greateſt warriors often preſs: the plain; 

Their might the boldeſt oft diſplay in vain. 

Nor.do'ſt thou fuffer greatly in thy fame, 


As from one ſource we draw the kindred ſtream: 


The blood, O King! which warms thy having heart, 


The ſame does vigour to this arm impart. 
Our fathers often met in bloody fight, 
Becauſe the ſtriſe of ſpears was their delight; 


But 
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But oft as friends they feaſted in the hall, 
And ſent around, in joy, the ſprightly ſhell; 
Then parted peaceful on the ſounding ſhore, 
And thought of wars, and labours paſt, no more. 
Immortal honour didſt thou this day gain 3 
Dire was thy courſe amidſt th' embattl'd plain: 
What ſtreams of blood by thy ſtrong arm were ſhed 1 
How didſt thou pile the plain with heaps of dead! 
Like ocean's ſtorm thou ſweep'ſt the ranks of war; 
Thy voice like thunder echoes from afar, 
As when a thouſand voices riſe around, SAT 
Of warriors mixt in fight, with dreadful ſound; * 
Thy blazing ſword like lightaing gleams on high, 9 
And fierceſt foes before | thy fury fly. 
Fu gh thou'ſt ſhewn thy proweſs in the field 4 
What chief like thee his glitt'ring arms a. * | 
If martial deeds can deathleſs glory give, ' ; 
Thy fame, O Loch m's King ! ſhall ever live. 


Now 


168 N . Book VI. 


Now chear thee, SwARAN, and partake the feaſt; 


Nor longer ſit with ſorrows dark oppreſs'd. 
This. night let gladneſs o'er thy face appear,” 
And let the tuneful harp delight thine ear; 
Soon as the morn its orient beams diſplays, 
Brother of Ac AN DEC A! go in peace. 

That lovely maid ſtill on my mournful ſoul, 
Bright as the noontide deam, doth radiant roll. 
I ſaw thy grief above the hapleſs fair; 

I mark'd thy. pity, and thy tender care; 

I ſaw along thy cheeks the big tears fall, 
And therefore ſpar'd thee in thy father's hall, 


When red with ſlaughter was my vengeful blade, . 


And my heart pierc'd with ſorrow for the maid. 


To-morrow may'ſt thou ſpread thy bellying fails; 


And ſpeed thee o'er the deep with proſp'rous gales. 


Or dolſt thou chuſe once more to prove thy might, 


"I | 
And try thy valour in the liſted fight? 
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The combat which thy fathers gave is thine, 
When gallant TREXMOR did in GoRMAL ſhine: 
So may'ſt thou hence depart amidſt thy fame, 


As when the ſun diſplays his ſetting beam. 


The King of Locnrix's waves then ſilence broke, 
And thus the King of Moxven's race beſpoke.— 
Firſt of a thouſand heroes —in the fight, 

Never gainſt thee ſhall Swazas try his might. 


In STaxxo's halls I ſaw thy valour.ſhown 3 - 


And few were then thy years beyond my on. 


'© When,“ to my ſoul I ſaid, „ ſhall I in war, 

{© Like noble FIx GAL, lanch the forceful ſpear ?*? * 
Thy ſtrength, 0 warrior! heretofore I've try'd, - 
When once we fought on Maumor's ſhaggy ſide; - 
When bounding o'er my waves I ſought thy halls, 
And ſhar'd thy ſounding feaſt, thy thouſand ſbglls.—- 
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Let bards to future times tranſmit his name 


Who in that noble ſtruggle overcame. 


But many ſhips with me that croſs'd the main, 
Have loſt their youths on Le xa's- bloody plain: 
Take theſe, O King! and what thou wile of land, 
And let me henceforth call thee SwaRAx's friend; 
And when thy ſons to GoxmaL's moſſy tow'rs, 
Along the deep ſhall bring their martial pow'rs, - 
The feaſt of ſhells they'll ſhare within my. hall, 


The combat ſhall be offer'd on the vale, 


N or land of * hills, the King reply'd, 
Nor ſhip of thine that croſrd the rolling tide, 
Shall FixGaL take No ranſom I demand; 

J war, but traffick not, in Erin's land, 
The deſert, with its deer, does me ſuffice, 


And ſhady woods; — from thee I aſk no price: 


/ Still 
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Still keep whate ler is:thine on Lochrix's ſhore 
In thy a ſhips bear hence thy wealthy ſtore, | 
Thou noble friend of Ac axptcca ! riſe 
4 On thy blue waves again : — when o'er the ſkies 
The morning beams, then ſpread thy ſnowy fails ; 


Return to Gormar's tow'rs with fav'ring gales, 


To whom thus SwakAx of the dark-brown ſhield : 
Bleſt be thy ſoul, thou firſt in ev'ry field! | 
Thou King of ſhells ! how ſhall I tell thy praiſe ? | 


» 


Thou art the gentle gale of ſpring in peace; 
When rous ' d to rage, amidlt the kindling war, 
Rough as the mountain · ſtorm thou doſt appear. 
Now, noble King of MoxvfEx! take my hand, 
And henceforth count me as thy firmeſt friend. 

I go; — but let thy bards in plaintive ſtrain, 


Mourn for my friends who fell on Lexa's plain.— 
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Let Lochlix's chiefs, there number'd with the dead, 


By Exix's ſons in earth be decent laid; 
Be it their care the moſſy ſtones to raiſe, 
Memorials of their fame to future days; 
So ſhall the children of the north behold, 
| Hereaſter, where their fathers fought of old ; 
The early hunter to the heath ſhall come, 
And ſay, as he leans o'er ſome. moſs-grown tomb, 
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Here fought. the gallant chiefs of former years. 


Thus to his ſon hereafter ſhall he ſay; 
And thus, 0 King our fame {hall ne'er decay, 


Then Fix AL thus. — However great in fight, 
SwARAN, to- day our - Fame is at the height; 
Whatever boaſted trophies we may bear, 


Whatever glory gain in. bloody war; 
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Obſcure ſhall lie, nor knew one martial ſountd  ! 
Our tombs, all unregarded on the heath, 

No more ſhall tell what warriors lie beneath 
The hunter, treading o'er. ſome hero's breaſt, 

Shall heedleſs paſs, nor know our place of reſt. 

: Bards in their ſongs may give us empty praiſe, 

But, ah! the vigour of our arms will ceaſe. 

O O8514x ! CARNIL ! ULLIx I. ye explore 13 
The ſame of heroes who are now no more; 


Give us ſome martial ſong of other years, 


Till morn returns in joy, and brings the day. 
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Soon in the earth is laid our mould'ring clay, 
And as a dream we quickly paſs away. 

Silence ſhall on theſe fields of battle reign, 

Where late we fought, wich thouſands in our train: 


The plain of LENA, now. ſo fatal found, 


And with your pleaſing numbers charm our ears, 


That on the ſound the night may paſs away, Wit 
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The tuneful ſong we rais'd before the Kings; 

A hundred harps at once, with trembling ſtrings, 
In deep - ton'd ſtrains, accompany'd our voice; 
"SWARAN began to brighten and rejoice: 

Touch'd, as he liſten'd, by the ſoothing ſound, 
His ſoul, of late fo ſad, in bliſs is drown'd. 
Majeſtic did che ſtream of muſic roll : 

His working paſſions hear the ſoft control; 

Till all his cares forgot, and huſh'd to peace, 

A ſettl'd joy ſhone o'er his dark-brown face; 

As when the moon, full · orb'd at ſetting day, 
Wins through ſurrounding. la its radiant way; 
Then calm and broad ſhines forth without diſguiſe, 
And through the ſilent night adorns the ſkies. 


The muſic ceas'd; — when Fixcar ſilence broke, | 


And in theſe words to hoary Car zu ſpoke : 


Saß 
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Say, CarRiL, where does SExo's ſon abide? 


In what retreat does my brave friend reſide * 
Lately he ſhone a meteor bright of fire; 


Does he to Tura's: dreary cave retire? 


Wich gloomy wo oppreſs'd, —the bard replies, 5 
In Tuxa's dreary cave the hero lies: 


Oſt tow'rds the heath his rolling eyes he turns, 


And o'er his late defeat in ſilence mourns; 


His thoughts are on the battle which he loſt, f 

And the brave youths that fell on Urzis, 8 coaſt: 
Oſt on his ſword 1s ſeen his mighty hand: — 

In vain I've try'd to ſooth my gallant friend ; 

All fad he fits, and nought Fog comfort yield, 
For he was oft victorious on the field. 

This ſword, which oſt in hoſtile blood was ay'd, 


He find to reſt on 20010 FinGaL's ade. 


Twas 
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Twas ever wont to grace a conqu'ror's hands; 


Therefore to thee the gelt d ſteel he ſends 5 
For ſoon as thou arriv dſt, like ocean 's tlorm,,. 
His foes were ſcatter'd by thy mighty arm. 
Accept the gilt; — for he no more will wield 
The glitt'ring blade, nor thunder o'er the field; 
For like the miſt along che vale that flies, 


Departed is his fame, no more to riſe. 


No, faid the King, from its undaunted lord, 


FinGaz ſhall never take Cuchullix's ſword: 


Strong is his arm in war; 5 the hero's name 
Shall ever flouriſh-in the rolls of fame. 
The truly brave are they who are endow'd | 


With conſtancy, and firmeſt fortitude ; 


Who though once conquer'd on th' embattl'd plain, 


Sink not, but ill ch' unconquer'd mind retain ; 


Unquench'd 
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Unquench'd remains che animating fire, 
That fills their boſoms with ſablime deſire. 
Thus many warriors overcome by might, 


Again have ſhone victorious in the fight; 


Again with tranſport heard the clang of arms: 


Again have mingl'd in the dire alarms, 

At honour's call till by ſome bold * 
They wipe the ſtain, to higher glory riſe, 
Bright as the ſun aſcends the eaſtern ſkies. 


O King of groves ! give all thy grief away, 

' Reſume thy ſoul, forget this fatal day : 

The brave, if overcome, are yet renown'd,. 5 

In the fair rolls of fame their names a found; 

The glory which they loſt they ſoon regain, 

As when the ſun is loſt in heav'n's blue plain; 

A while in clouds he hides his radiant face, | 

But looks again upon the hills of graſs, 
T0. - Z 


177 


2 - - — . — © as - py — — - 
.  — — a. ———————__ Sts of ——— — 
— — 2 — — 4 — = 


Cena 


178 EIN i vi. 


Cona could once a valiant leader boaſt, 
Gzunar ;—he ſought the war on ev'ry coaſt. 
His oc delicinhs in the din of arms, 
His ſoul rejoic'd in blood and dire alarms, 
Once in his ſhips he bounded o'er the main, 
And pour'd on CRAcA's iſle his warrior train. 
The King of CRAcA, from his ſounding grove, 
Advanc'd to meet him, and his valour prove; 
For in dread Bzuno's circle, nigh the ſhore, 


He then conſulted with the ſtone of power. 


Fierce for the maiden of the breaſts of ſnow 
The heroes fought, and gallant was each foe; 
(Of CaAca's daughter, the far - ſounding fame 
Had Grumar reach'd at Cova's roaring ſtream; 
He vow'd to have the ſnowy-boſom'd fair, 


Or die on echoing CRAc in the war), 


Three 
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Three days the chiefs renew'd the bloody fight; 
But GRUMAL yielded to ſuperior might; 
Upon the fourth he fail'd, he preſs'd the ground, 


And was by CRACA's King in fetters bound. 


Far from his friends, defeated and diſgrac'd, 
In Bzxuno's horrid circle was he plac'd ; 
Where oft, tis told, around the ſtone of fear, 
Ghoſts of the dead in diſmal bands appear 
Ghaſtly they glare athwart the gloomy glade, 
And with dread howlings fill. the awful made 
His native Coxa GRUNAL reach'd again 5 
Again he thunder'd o'er th' embattl'd plain: 
Bent on revenge, he 1 to CRAcA's land, 
Like heav'n's bright fire; — beneath kis mighty hand 
Foes fell in heaps : = the terror of his name | 


Was ſpread afar : — Thus Gzunar had his ſame. 


Z 2 NT Again, 
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Again, ye bards, raiſe high the lofty ſong, 
And let the praiſe of heroes pour along: 
That on their fame our ſouls may reſt in peace, 


And ſorrow may in SwARAx 's boſom ceaſe. 


On Moxza's heathy fide the warriors lay, 


There, ſtretch'd at eaſe, they wait th' approach of day; 


The dark winds ruſtle o'er each hero's head, 
And night around them pours its ſable ſhade. 
'To call ſoft ſleep, and all their cares compoſe, 
At once a hundred tuneful voices roſe ; 

A hundred founding harps at once were ſtrung, 
And mighty deeds of former years were ſung. 


But now, alas! the bard when ſhall I hear? 
When ſhall my father's fame delight my ear ? 
Ceas'd:now on Moxven is the harp's ſoft ſound ; 


No voice of muſic is on Coxa found : 


The 
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The bard, dead with the mighty, I deplore, 


And fame is in the deſert now no more. 


Now morning roſe on CromL 4's hoary height, 
And ſcarcely ſtreak'd the eaſt with glimm'ring light, 
When Swaran's horn is heard with warning ſound 
O'er LENA: — ocean's ſons are gather'd round; 
Silent and ſad, they quit the fatal ſtrand, 


Their ſhips they mount, and ſeek their native land ; 


The briny deep they ſkim with proſp'rous gales ; 
The blaſt of ULLin is behind their ſails, | | | 
White bellying, as they plough the watry way ; 


Like MoxvEn's miſt they float along the ſea, 


SwARAN diſmiſs'd, — thus mighty FixcaL ſays, 
Now call my dogs long-bounding in the chace, 
White cheſted Bran, that's fleeter than the wind, 
| And Lvara of ſurly ſtrength, to. rouſe the hind. 
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FIL LAN, and Ryxo z but he is not here; 
No more will he partake the ſylvan war: 

The hunter fell on LE NA's bloody heath; 
e he reſts upon the bed of death. 
FiLLAN and FerGvs, ſound aloud my horn; 
And rouſe dull echo with the riſing morn. 
a let the joyful chace ariſe, 

Let hills and dales reſound with chearful cries ; 
So at the lake of roes the ſtartl'd Jew, 


Shall hear the noiſe, and tremble as they hear. 


Shrill through the echoing wood now ſpreads the 
| noiſe ; | 
Sudden the branchy ſons of Cromr a riſe : 
At once a thouſand dogs, unloos'd from chains, 
Fly off, grey-bounding o'er the heathy plains, 
By ev'ry dog a deer on earth is laid ; 
Three by white breaſted Bran in death are ſpread : 
He 
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He brought them, in their flight, to Fix Ar's feet, 


That the King's joy, beholding, might be great. 


On Ryxo's tomb, and full in Fine ar's view, 
One deer dropt down, whereat his griefs renew, 
Silent, he ſaw the ſtone that lay in peace, 

On him that once was foremolt in the chace. 

Then thus : — O "FRO thou no more ſhalt riſe 
To glad, at CrRomia's feaſt, thy father's eyes; 
Here, ſtretch'd in death, thou preſſeſt foreign clay, 
Nor more {halt overtake the branchy prey; 

Thy tomb, ſoon hid, the ſtranger fthall not know; 
Soon o'er thy rave ſhall rank grais waving grow: 
The feeble race of future times ſhall come, 

And tread, with heedleſs ſteps, above thy tomb, 
When not the ſmalleſt veſtige ſhall.remain, 


To tell where lies the mighty on the plain, 


Now, 


184 EIN G AE Dok VI. 


Now, Oss14n, FiLLax, of the dark- brown hair, 
Sons of my ſtrength, and ſunbeams bright in war! 
GavL, firſt of heroes ! let us ſtraight aſcend 
Dark CromLa's ſteep, and ſeek our gallant friend; 
Let us to Tura's dreary cave repair, 

Where lies the dauntleſs chief of Exix's war. 

But ſay, what tow'rs are theſe that meet my eyes, 

That gray and lonely on the heath ariſe ? 

Sad is the King, and theſe are Tuxa's walls, 

Forſaken now, and filent are his halls. | 

To find the ſorrowing warrior let us haſte, 

And pour forth all our joy into his breaſt. 

But is not that CucxvLLin on the height? 

Or does ſome floating miſt Ake ſight ? 

FilLan, my eyes are dimm'd by CromLa's wind, 

And cannot well diſtinguiſh my brave friend. 
. | E 8 
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It is the mighty chief, young FiLLan cries, 
'Tis Semo's fon, O King, that meets thy eyes; 


Gloomy and ſad appears thy gallant friend; 


Upon his beaming ſword he reſts his hand, 


Hail to thee, chief! who do'ſt in fight excel, 


Thou breaker of the ſounding ſhields, all hail! 


Raiſing his eyes, CucHuLLiin look'd amaz'd ; 


He paus'd a while, and on the warriors gaz'd-; 


With chearful aſpect, though he inly mourn'd, 


He filence broke, and anſwer thus return d. 


Health to thee,. youth, to all of MoxvEx's train, 
The braveſt warriors on th' embattl'd plain ;. 
A noble thirſt of fame your ſouls inſpires, 
And fills each panting breaſt with great deſires : 
Grateful thy preſence, Fix Al, to my eyes, 
As yon all- cnearing ſun that lights the ſkies, 
Vor. II. Ms When 
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When the tir'd hunter does his abſence mourn, 

Then glad beholds him 'twixt the clouds return. 

Thy ſons, like ſtars that gild the face of night, 

Thy glorious courſe attend amidſt the fight, 

Not thus, by thee, O FIN GAL! was I ſeen 

In ALBION's wars, e from the plain, 

Gainſt the world's emp'ror, when my pow'rs T led, 

And "FOR my dreaded arm his legions fled. 
Where: e' er my ſword X bloody We”. hew'd,. 

1 My gallant troops the glorious path purſu'd ; 

Nor cou'd the ſtrangers long their ſhock ſuſtain, 

But backward turn'd, in terra, o'er the plain; 

Purſuers, 3 purſu'd, with equal haſte, 

Together mingl'd, o'er their trenches paſs'd ; 

Which with my.eager bands that day I ſtorm'd, 

Till rage, and wo, and death, the camp deform'd.. . 

Soon from the ſpoiler's hands the ſpoil we took ; 

The ſtrangers: ſoon the deſert ifle forſook. 

| The 
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The world's great King thus foil'd, collects with care 

The ſcatter'd remnants of ſucceſsleſs war. 

Fall'n was his creſt that late ſo dreadful roſe; 

His helm diſgrac'd, no more its ſplendor ſhows ; 

His regal veſture ſtrews the duſty plains, 

And not a trace of all his pomp remains : 

Diſdain and grief his heart alternate rend, 

And, like two vultures, in his breaſt contend ; 

No more his looks their wonted fierceneſs boaſt; — 


He fled, and with him fled his num'rous hoſt, 


O Fincar ! thou haſt known me thus renown'd ; 


Thou haſt beheld me thus with conqueſt crown'd: 
Then didſt thou meet me drench'd in hoſtile gore, 
When from the field I glorious trophies bore; 
Then with ſucceſs my arms I did employ, 


And to the hill of hinds return'd with joy, — 
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— — Thy arms what glory e'er did Town £ 
'Thus.Coxax cry'd, the chief of ſmall renown ; 
Thou talk of conqueſt in the ſtrife of words! 

Where are the deeds to match thy boaſtful words? 
Why didſt not now diſplay thy force in arms, 

When Cormac's throne was ſhook with dire alarms ? 
Whare-was this matchleſs proweſs in the field, 
When late thou didſt to proud invaders yield? 
| And why did we come o'er the rolling main, 

To aid thy feeble ſword on Lexa's plain? 

J fight thy battles, I thy foes defy, 
While thou do'ſt to thy cave of ſorrow fly. 
\ Reſign to me, O chief theſe arms of light, 
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CoxaAn can better uſe them in the fight. 
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To him Cuchurrix, with indignant ſcorn : 

| Thou art for vaunting, not for action born; 

| And hadſt thou elſewhere dar'd our wrath provoke, 
Thy laſt of words, inſenſate, hadſt thou ſpoke : | 
But, Conan, know, no hero, from its lord, 

The braveſt, durſt demand CuchurLix's ſword ; 
And ſhou'd a thouſand heroes on the plain 
Demand my arms, dark vb it were in vain. 
Too weak art thou the pond'rous mail to wield, 
And few thy deeds, O Conax ! in the field; 
Thou ne'er waſt known m noble ſtrife to dare, 
Or boldly face the arduous front of war; 

Thou only with thy noiſy tongue canſt fight, 

| And feet are given thee but to ſpeed thy flight. 
Who but ſo known a daſtard dares to ſay, 

That TI forſook my friends, or run away. 

The King of Lochlix on the heath has ſound, 
1 nn not forc'd with eaſe to quit my ground 1 


Not 


190 r U nn nen vi. 


Not ſuch his warriors found me, when inclos'd, 
Singly their ſtrength united I oppos'd; 

Withſtood, to fave my friends, their chick array, 
Then, glutted with their laughter, freed =7 way. 
I did not to the gloomy cave retire, 

Till Exix's warriors did in fight expire, 

Thou ſeek my arms? — diſmiſs that vanity, 

10 now thou art below a death from me. 
Then reſt ſecure; for thou canſt neither ſhare 


The glory, nor divide the toils of war. 


Here ceas'd the valiant chief of Ex Ix's war,— 
FinGAL on Conan look'd with brow ſevere ; 
And thus, Youth of the feeble arm ! he ſpoke, 
Mute be thy tongue, nor more the chief provoke : 
Infulter ! what cou'd prompt thee thus to dare 


With him in merit, or in praiſe compare? 
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'The lies of envy, and the taunts of ſcorn, 
What chief can bear without a brave return ? 
And ſhou'd th' offender in his wrath be ſlain, 
What man can juſt revenge in bounds reſtrain? 
Thou, Coxax, blind by malice, doꝰſt not view 
What to Cuchurrix and his worth is due; 
But his great ſoul diſdains. to let thee feel“ 

The fatal fury of his vengeful ſteel ; 

He ſcorns int thee t' aſſert his rightful claim, 
It lies on me to vindicate his name. 

His hand is us'd the glorious ſword to wield, 

To palms of conqueſt in the deathful field ; 
Renown'd and dreaded, the bold hero goes, 
Through tails and dangers *midft embattl'd foes : 
On ALziow's hills his well-try'd worth is known, 
And victory in ev'ry land his own. | 

Thou ſtormy chief of Ixx18F41L I thy name 


Has often reach'd me on the wings of fame. 
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Now ſpeed thee o'er the deep with ſouthern gales, 
Spread for the ifle of miſt thy ſnowy fails ; 

Soon in thy bounding ſhips thow'lt reach the ſhore, 
Where fair BRAGELA does her chief hare: | 
Where leaning on her rock, thy ſpouſe appears 
Mournful, each tender eye all bath'd in tears 5 
Toſs'd by the winds her hair diſhevell'd flies, 
Her heaving breaſt is fill'd with crouded fighs ; 
Each night ſhe liſtens on the ſounding ſhore, 
To hear the blaſt that wafts her hero o'er : 

She longs to hear from far thy rowers voice, 


And liſten to thy harp's melodious noiſe, 


Long ſhall BRAO ELA liſten thus in vain, 
Said the dark chief ; — for never o'er the main, 
Defeated and diſgrac'd, ſhall I return, 


To raiſe the fair-one's ſighs, and cauſe her mourn — 


She 
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She ever ſaw Cucnviiin crown'd with fame, 

How can ſhe ſee him cover'd thus with ſhame ?: 

Time was, O King, that, victor on the field, 

I made che · braveſt foes before me yield: 

Reſiſtleſs was 1 deem'd in former wars, 7 19% 

And dreadful in the ſtrife of other ſpears. 
Still may'ft thou ſhine vidorious o'er the field, 

Thy foes, ſaid Fixcar, ſtill before thee vields 
Still may ſt thou in the arduous toils of fight, 


3 Diſplay. thy valour, thy unconquer'd might. 
Ere long invaders, coming from afar, 

May call for all thy fxill and force in war; 
Strangers hereafter, with a num'rous hoſt; 
Shall threaten Exix, and lay waſte its coaſt : 
Young Cormac ſhall thy watchful care demand, 


And many warriors fall by thy dread hand ; 
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| Thy ſtrength ſhall teach the fierceſt foes to yield 
Thy conqu'ring arms ſhall prove a happier feld; 
Thy fame like CXoLA's branchy tree ſhall grow, 
f And fartheſt regions thy great proweſs know. 
Mean while, O Os cax ! hither bring the deer, 
And now in haſte the feaſt of ſhells prepare. 
In Exix's land, fince war's grim horrors ceaſe, b 
And the rude din of arms is buſh'd to Peace, 
This day, my ſons ! we may in mirth'employ, - 
| Indulge the feaſt, and give the hours to joy: 
Our dangers paſt, our arms with ſucceſs crown'd, 
Let pleaſure ſmile on ev'ry face around; 
Leet all our friends look chearful, gay, and bright, 
Forget their toils, and ſhare of our delight; 
Be all that's gloomy baniſh'd from our train, 
And happineſs in ev'ry boſom reign ; 
Let bards ſtrike up the ſoft melodious lay, 
And with ſweet ſtrains beguile the time away; 
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So may each warrior ſink to pleaſing reſt, 


Till morning's earlieſt beam adorns the eaſt, 


He aid. We ſat, we feaſted, and we ſung, 
And many a voice aroſe, and harp was ſtrung, 
| Cu CHULLIN, by degrees, reſumes his ſou], 
His working paſſions hear the ſoft controul ; 
The fame of heroes makes his boſom burn, 
He feels the vigour of his arm return; 
His grief ſubfides, his cares are huſh'd to peace, 
And gladnefs brightens o'er his glowing face. 
"Twas ULLix bore the burden of the ſong, 
And ſoft-voic'd Cari led the tuneful throng: © 
In deep-ton'd notes the bards exalt the ſtrains, 
And ſweeteſt ſounds are ſpread along the plains. 
I often join'd the bards: — then might'ſt thou Rar | 
Me alſo ſing the battles of the fob; 
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Battles in which I fought : — but now no more 
Heroes I ſee, nor hear the battle roar : 
Ceas'd is my former fame ;] fit forlorn 


Near my friends tombs, and there in filence mourn. 


een we purſu'd the tuneful ſtrain, 
While ſoothing raptures ſeiz' d the liſt'ning train; 
Till, unperceiv'd, the heav'ns with ſtars were hung, 
And night, half-ſpent, ſurpris'd th' unfiniſh'd ſong. 
Then Fix Ar order'd, and the muſic ceas d. 
And Moavzx's ſons retir'd to gentle reſt. 
Diſſolv'd in dumbers, thus the warriors lay,. 
Till morning came with joy, and brought the day. 


Firſt Fix cal roſe: — He rears his awſul voice; 
T he bands faſt gather round the warning noiſe z : 
He moves from LENA tow 'rds the founding ſtrand, 


| bo ſpear bright-beaming in his mighty hand : 
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We follow after like a ridge of fire, 
And gladly from the fatal heath retire. 


Then thus the King addreſs'd his gallant train: 
In happy time let's croſs the rolling main; 
Spread your white ſails, my ſons, for Moxven's ſhore, 


And catch the gales that full from Lena pour. 


Joy, at the word, in ev'ry boſom glows ; 
On the blue waves, with and ſongs, we roſe; 
Swift with tall-bending maſts our velit glide, 
And nod alternate o'er the foaming tide ; 
Round their dark ſides the 55 waters roar, 


Shouting, we land on MoxvEx's ſtormy ſhore, 
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AND de'ſt mau alk for whotn-niy-farvows Hlowi? 

Sad, ſad I am, nor ſmall my cauſe of wo : 
No brave ſon's lols, O KIRMOR! claims thy tears, 
Nor daughter's, well-belov'd, excites thy cares; 
Thy valiant CoxxAx {til beholds the light, 
Thy fair foft Axn1s lives to ble's thy fight ; 
Theſe blooming boughs return thy fond embrace a | 
But Armin is the laſt of all his race, 


Dark 
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Dark is the bed ha moms Daun lies, 

Profound the ſleep which now ſeals up her eyes. 
When ſhalt thou wake to ſooth me with thy ſong ? 
When ſhall thy voice of muſic charm the lining throng ? 


Ye winds of autumn ! riſe with ſurious breath, 
Blow ſtrong NOT) the dark and dreary heath ; 
Ye rapid i ! fv the b b 
Through lofty oaks, ye tempeſts ! howl and roar; 
By intervals, O moon 1 er thy pale face, 
Let broken clouds thy ſilver light deface, 

And bring to my remembrance that ſad night, 
When all my children periſh'd from my ſight; 
When AuixpEr the great untimely fell, 

And Dau 84, who in beauty did excel, 

Was ſnatch'd by death, in all her bloom, away, 
And left me thus forlorn, to grief a prey. 
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My: daughter Davza flouriſh'd fair to ſight z- 
On Jux hills the moon ſhines not fo bright: 
White as the fleeces of deſcending ſnow; 
Sweet as the gale when vernal breezes blow. 
To uſe the bow my AxixpERL was ſtrong ; . 
Keen flew. his ſpear amidſt th'embatt!'d throng ; : 
Like hov'ring miſts on waa his rolling eyes, 


Like red-{woln clouds when gloomy ſtorms ariſe, 


So blaz'd *midſi warring hoſts his blood-ſtain'd ſhield, 


His looks ſo darted croſs the deathful field. 


To court my Daura's love, and tell his flame, . 
Great Azmos, fam'd in arms, impatient came z . 
Nor long ſhe held the youth in anxious pain, 
Soon did his ſuit a kind return het : 
With joyful hopes their friends beheld the pair; 


For beauty ſhe renown'd,. and he in war. 
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Earcn,.ſon of Opcar, with malignant eyes, f 
Beheld his foe bleſs'd in the deſtin'd prize. | 4 
ARMoR, his foe, who had his brother lain, ; 


Bent on revenge, he flew acroſs the main. 

As ſome ſeafaring man, he trode the ſtrand, 
Eis fair ſkiff lightly rode, well nigh the land, 
Calm and ſerene appear'd his furrow'd brow, 
His aged locks were filver'd o'er with ſnow. 

in cloſe diſguiſe, he thus approach'd the maid, 
And then, with artful lies diſſembling, ſaid, 


Faireſt of women ! bleſs'd with ev'ry grace, 


O lovely virgin, of great AxmyNn's race | 


A ſea-girt rock there lies, not far from land, 


Whereon a tree bent down with fruit doth ſtand, 


ö Red · ſhining from afar the fruit you'll ſee; 


There Azmor waits impatiently for thee. 


Here, 
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Here, with love's ſpeed, he charg'd me to repair, | 


And o'er the narrow ſea convey his fair, 


Commiſſion'd thus, I chearfully obeyx; 
Haſte, then, thou happy bride ! and come away.. 


To this falſe tale the fond deluded maid 


Lent a too ready ear, by love betray'd. 


In an ill-fated hour, away ſhe hy'd 


Acroſs the flood with her deceitful guide: 
With ſpeed ſhe mounts the rock; —ſhe throws her eres 


Eager around —ARMOR, my love! ſhe cries; _ 


Armor, my love the echoing rock replies, 


Ah cruel ! why torment me thus with fear ? 


Hear, ARDNART's ſon! "tis Dauka calls; O hear! 


In vains ſhe calls; no Armor. is at hand, 


And treach'rous EAxc flies lau ghing to the land. 


Abandon'd thus, her voice ſhe loud extends, 


And with her piercing ſhouts the ſkies ſhe rends. 
5 Cc2 . 
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Will not my brother come and bring redreſs ? 
Will not my father ſee my deep diſtreſs ? 

O ARI DEL I O Armyn! muſt I here 

End my ſad being, and no ſuccour near? 
Why to relieve your DauxA don't you fly ? 


Ah! is there none to hear my piteous cry? 


My ſon firſt heard his ſiſter thus deplore ; 

' Her loud laments had reach'd ths anſw'ring ſhore; - 

Down the ſteep hill he ruſh'd with eager pace, 

Clad in che ſhaggy trophies of the chace; 

Then to the fea, with haſty firide, he bent 

His courſe — his arrows rattled as he went : 

His tough · ſtrung bow adorn'd his better hand 
ö Five truſty dark-grey dogs his ſteps attend : 
The traitor EARCH upon the beach he found 


Lurking, — and faſt unto an oak him bound; 


Round 
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Round his bare limbs a thong of hide thick flies, 
He loads the wind with groans, with ſhrieks, and cries. 


His ſiſter to reſcue, and bring to land, 
In a ſmall barge my ſon then quits the ſtrand; 
The ſurgy deep he mounts, he plows his way 
: Among the foaming billows of the ſea: 
' Mid-way he had not reach'd, when Armor came, 
With love, and indiphation, all on flame; 
Full at my ſon the twanging bow he drew, 
With aim too ſure the fatal arrow flew; | 
With winged force it brought the deadly wound, 
And through his heart an eaſy paſſage found. 
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Sudden the oars are ſtopp'd; and, o'er the fide, ; 7 
Headlong he falls into the foaming tide, | 
For traitor EAxcn miſtaken thus he dy'd. J 
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Upon the rock the ſurge him panting throws; 
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There he expir'd, there ended all his woes, 


; For 
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For Dav RA, what a fight ! what horrors thrill 
Her tender heart, what cruel ſorrows fill? 
When round her feet ſhe ſaw her brother's gore, 


In purple tides diſtaining all the ſhore, 


Daſh'd to the rocks, the boat is broke in twain, 
But dauntleſs Anno plunges in the main; 
Nor ſtorms, nor rocks, his ſoul can terrify, | 
Fix'd to reduecs his Daura, or to die; 
When ſudden from the hill a blaſt aroſe, 
Which all the waves in wild confuſion n 3 
So rage the ſeas, ſuch darkneſs blinds the ſky, 
That the black night receives a deeper dye; 
At length a foaming billow ſtops his breath, 


Breaks o'er his head, and whelms him underneath. 


Of every hope bereft, and ev'ry aid, 
All on the ſea beat rock, the mournful maid 


Sat 
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Sat chearfeſs and alone; — with grief oppreſs'd 


She groan'd, ſhe wept, ſhe beat her ſnowy breaſt ; 


From far were heard her plaints, her heaving ſighs, 
And loud, and frequent, were her piercing cries. 

Her hapleſs father ſtood upon the ſhore, 

And heard, all night, his daughter thus deplore. 

In vain ſhe wail'd in bitterneſs of grief; 

In vain he heard, yet cou'd bring no relief, 

All night the wind was loud, the pouring rain 

Beat gainſt the mountain's fide, and laſh'd the main; 
Still by the moon's faint beam, the mournful ak 
Struck on my view, her cries my ears invade ; 


But ere the morning dawn'd her voice grew weak, 


And weaker till, and hardly could ſhe ſpeak | 


Oft ſhe effay'd in vain, her accents hung 


And, falt'ring, dy'd unfiniſh'd on her tongs ; 


Through the long graſs, as ſounds the ev ning breeze, 


Or as the hollow blaſt through leafleſs trees, 
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Her voice thus ſlowly, ſunk and dy d away, 

Till, ſpent with grief, ſhe cold and breathleſ lay, 
And left old Ax vx childleſs and alone. 

Have. I not cauſe then to lament and moan? 
Fall'n is my ſon ! my ſtrength and boaſt in war; 
I've Joſt my pride, 1 th'enchanting fair, 


When 1 tempeſts o'er the mountains fly, - 
By the fierce North when waves are rais'd on high, 
Penſive I ſit upon the ſounding ſhore, _ 

And with ſad eyes the fatal rock explore: 

Oft by the ſetting moon, methinks I ſee. 

My childrens ghoſts, t' increaſe my miſery : | 
They ſeem engaged in ſome mournful talk, 
As oer the rock in ſolemn ſtate they ſtalk; 

« © ſpeak to me, let me ſhare all your pain; we] 


They heed me not, their father pleads i in vain, 


| als; 
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RV * O 
"TT OW calm and ſilent is the noontide-hour; 
When winds are huſh'd, and paſt the driving ſnow'rg 


Light broken clouds are ſcatter'd o'er the {ky,. 


4% 


O'er the green hills th* incoaſtant ſhadows fly; 
Down the ſteep rocks the torrent loudly roars, | 
Red through the tony vale-it beats its ſhores. | | 
How ſweetly dwell thy murmurs on mine ear, 

O ſtream. ! but ſweeter: far that voice I hear; 

Tis ALyin's voice, the ſon of tuneful ſong, 

Who mourns. the mighty dead that rolls along: 

Vor. II. D d His 
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Lis hoary head, bent down with age, I ſpy, 

And red with ſcalding grief each tearful eye. 
Say, ALein, from what cauſe thy ſorrows flow? 
Why on the ſilent hill thus drown'd in wo,? 

Vhy burſt thoſe ſiglis where with thy boſom heaves, 
As the loud blaſt that ſhakes the trembling leaves? 
What hero doſt thou in ſad ſtrains deplore, 

That falllike waves upon the. lonely ſhore ?- 


Arr. 
Rex o, my tears are for the mighty dead, 
And o'er,the&aliant are my. ſorrows ſhed ;. 
Though well I know my ſorrows are in vain. 
For what ſo tuneſul voice, ſo melting ſtrainn, 
Can from the duſt the mould'ring tenant wake . 


Or for the grave who ſhall a ranſom take? 


Ryno, 
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R xd, though thou art talleſt on our hill, 


And none can thee in youthful grace excel, 


Like Morar, thou may'ſt ſudden meet thy doom. 
And mourners ht all penſive round thy tomb; 

The hills rough ſons no more ſhall hear thy cry, 
Unſtrung within thy hall thy bow ſhall lie. 


Mogan, untimely falbn, demands my ſtrain; 
What roe fo ſwift eer ſcour'd the heathy plain? 
Like winter ſtorms, amidſt the bloody fray, 
Thy wrath with ruin mark'd its fatal way; 


Thy ſword like lightning flaſh'd along the field; 
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Dreadſul as flaming meteors blaz'd thy ſhield ; 

Thy voice like roaring torrents after rain 5 

Beneath thine arm, what numbers preſs'd the Plain? 
From diſtant hills, like thunder, was thine ire; 


Thuy fees its fury felt as waſteful fire. 
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But when from fight return'd, how peaceful thou oy 
Mild and ſerene appear'd thy ſettl'd brow. 1 
So-beams the fun hen ftr rain more bright; | by 
The radiant moon thus gilds the ſilent night; AF 
So when the winds are laid, and not a breeze 1 
| Kiulfles the lake, or whiſtles through W S , 
Smooth is the ſurface of the ſpacious deep, I 
The ſtorms are huſh'd, and Nature ſeems aſleep. 2 
Ah, MokxAR ! what avail thy riſing fame, | A 
Thy youthful glories,” and thy high acclaim? - 2 
Dark the abode which now thy corſe contains 4 
Narrow the ſpot where reſt thy dear remains ; 
Now wi ch three ſteps thy grave I compaſs round, 
O thou of late who waſt ſo mighty found 1 | * 
Thy place of reſt ere long we muſt explore, | WM 7] 


By theſe: four ſtones, with grey moſs cover'd oer; U 
| ee - 


RTNO ad LFI. 
The ſole memorial theſe, by which to know 


"Where lies the mighty, and the great how low! 


"The heath-tir'd hunter nothing can eſpy, 

Which to thy tomb may guide his wand'ring eye, 
But one bare tree, where ſrartea leaf is found, 
And to the wind the long graſs whiſtling round; 
Here, Mozar ! art thou laid, unhonour'd, low, 
No ſiſter oer thee weeps with heart-felt wo; 

The tender ſtream no brother o'er thee pours, 
No maid with tears of love thy fall deplores ; 
Long in the grave is MoxcLan's daughter laid, 


Nor mourns her ſon here number'd with the dead; : 


But who appears, low-bending, ſad, and flow, 
"Tott'ring with age, but more oppreſs'd with wo; 
Propt on his ſtaff, who drags his ſeeble pace, 


Big ſorrows ſtreaming o'er his ſurrow'd face? 
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I ſee his hoary hairs, his red-ſwoln eyes, 


His lab'ring breaſt heaves with tumultuous ſighs. 


Thy aged father, Moxax ! it is he; 

Of none, alas ! the father but of thee. 
Much had he heard in battle of thy fame; 
With joy to meet the conqu'ror he came; 
Of foes he heard chat ſcatter'd were around ; 


Till now he heard not of thy fatal wound. 


Unhappy man ! thou o'er thy ſon may'ſt weep: 


But at thy voice no more he'll rouſe from ſleep; 
At thy lov'd call no more he'll watch the dawn, 
Nor- meet the ruddy morning on the lawn, wi 
Cold in the duſt in reſt profound he lies, 
And death's eternal ſlumbers ſeal his eyes: 


When ſhall the morn diſpel the ſhades of night, 


That bids the grave hid tenant wake to light? 


Lid 
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7, "Then, firſt of heroes, and of men, farewell. 


No more ſhalt thunder o'er th' enſanguin'd field, 
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No more thou'lt ſhine incas'd in ſounding mail; 


Nor make the thronging ranks before thee yield; 


Thy arms no more ſhall lighten through the ſhade, . 


Thy friends-no more ſhall hear thy. conqu'ring tread. 
Thy foes no more ſhall dread thy matchleſs pow'r,. 
Nor ſhall theſe well-known fields behold thee more. 
Though thou haſt-left no ſon to tend thy bier, 


Though thou art robb'd of each domeſtic tear Fe 


Vet ſhall the ſong to thee preſerve a.name, 


And to remoteſt climes | tranſmit thy fame; 
Thy mem'ry ſhall be held for ever dear, 


And ages yet unborn of Mon An's fall ſhall hear. 
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